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The Queens Killer and his Writer 
by Peterr-Parrkerr (ItsMe_Basil 


Summary 


Bucky gulps the last bit of whiskey from the glass in his hand and sets it down on the 
counter. He watches the boy for a while longer, watching as he lifts his head from his 
notebook any time someone passes by him. 


He's skittish, Bucky thinks, smirking to himself. He's always liked them timid -liked 
watching them shake and cry. 


Finally, Bucky pushes off the counter and makes his way across the bar, putting on his best 
friendly smile and stopping at the table, sliding into the booth across from him. 


Notes 


Please heed the tags. 


Check out the Russian translation here! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


Bucky has three potentials tonight. He charms his way into conversation with a blonde college 
student, who looks like she'd put up a fight, might even scream for him. 


He laughs at the brunette's jokes -although, they're not funny- and even the man who buys him a 
drink at the bar seems like he'd be fun. 


He's in the middle of narrowing his options down when his eyes spot the softest thing in the bar. 


He's a tiny thing, barely legal from the looks of it, and utterly mouth watering. He stands at about 
five foot seven -short for most men his age- with curly brown hair and equally as brown eyes. 


Bucky let's his eyes roam, taking in the too large army green jacket he has paired with a zip-up 
green hoodie, the sleeves covering his hands to the second knuckles. His jeans are loose fitted -like 
he can't find the right size. He's wearing black converse, worn to hell. 


He's got a backpack with him, and Bucky wonders if he's in high school, then wonders why he's 
chosen a bar to work in. 


He stays at the bar, leaning against the counter, one foot planted on the floor while the other rests 
on the foot bar between the stool legs. 


He watches the boy settle into a seat towards the back of the bar, his backpack dropping onto the 
booth beside him. 


He pulls out a couple notebooks and a beat up, out of date laptop, and settles with a pen in his 
hand. 


Bucky gulps the last bit of whiskey from the glass in his hand and sets it down on the counter. He 
watches the boy for a while longer, watching as he lifts his head from his notebook any time 
someone passes by him. 


He's skittish, Bucky thinks, smirking to himself. He's always liked them timid -liked watching 
them shake and cry. 


Finally, Bucky pushes off the counter and makes his way across the bar, putting on his best 
friendly smile and stopping at the table, sliding into the booth across from him. 


The boy looks up, startled, and his eyes widen, showing off more of those beautiful whites. Bucky 
holds back a dangerous grin, keeps his features soft and inviting. 


"Sorry," he said easily. "I saw you over here and had to ask -how can you do your homework in a 
sleezy bar like this? All this noise must be distracting." 


He watches the boy blink at him, head swiveling to take in the atmosphere around him before 
dropping his eyes to look at his notes. A delightful blush tints his cheeks and Bucky licks at his 
lower lip. 


"Oh, uh, its not homework," the boy said. His voice is boyish, light. Bucky just knows he'd scream 
and beg so prettily, and it makes his pants tighten. He shifts a little. 


"Its a book," the boy confesses, sounding a little embarrassed. Bucky raises an eyebrow. 


"You're a writer?" 
The boy huffs a breath, cheeks growing even more red. He can't keep eye contact with Bucky. 


Bucky dips his head a little, catching his attention and giving him a smile. The boy smiles back, 
though by the way he pinches his lower lip between his forefinger and thumb, he's trying not to. 


"Trying to be," he said, shrugging a shoulder and letting his fingers fall from his lip. Its slightly 
pinker now, and Bucky runs the back of his tongue over his own lip again before pulling it 
between his teeth. 


"What are you writing?" 
"Uh, well, its a, murder mystery?" He says it like a question. Bucky smiles, interest peaked. 
"I'm intrigued," Bucky said. The boy waves him off a little, shuffling pages. 


"Its not very good," he confesses. "I keep getting stuck on the actual murders. Google only takes 
me so far, and I'm worried if I keep Googling how to murder people, someone's going to think I'm 
the Queens Killer." 


Bucky's smile turns into a smirk, and he hums. "Google doesn't always have the right answers." 


"Neither does Criminal Minds," the boy huffs, smiling a little. "I've watched every crime show they 
have on Netflix, and almost every documentary. I feel like I could get away with murder, but the 
stuff on Netflix doesn't really give me the specifics. You know?" 


Oh, Bucky likes this one. He nods, settles his elbows on the table and leans forward. Even sitting 
down, he towers over the boy. Its thrilling. 


"How would you get away with murder?" He questions. He smirks, tapping his fingers on the table 
in an unknown tattoo. Five flesh, five metal. 


"Oh, thats easy," the boy said, setting his pen down. "It depends though, is this a random murder or 
am I murdering someone I know?" 


"Random," Bucky answers. 


He watches as the boy straightens in his seat, arms on the table, hands moving as he speaks. "Well, 
for random, I'd go out of state. Maybe a couple states over. 


"Whoever it is wouldn't be a local, because they'd be missed too soon," he continued. "Probably a 
commercial truck driver? Anyway, I'd probably take him -or her- into the woods, as deep as I 
could. If its winter, I'd kill them with an ice cube, that way once it melted, there be no evidence." 


"What if its summer?" Bucky asked. 


"Uh, well, then I have a couple options. I could shoot them, or stab them. I'd have to take the 
murder weapons out of state -but not back to my home state- and I'd throw them into a lake or river. 
As long as I cover my tracks, I should be able to get away with it." 


"What about an alibi?" 


"Fit bit," he answers easily. When Bucky gives him a confused look, the boy smiles, really getting 
into it with his hands. Dainty little things. Bucky wants to know what they look like covered in his 
own blood as he tries in vain to staunch his bleeding. 


"Using a person for an alibi is a stupid move," he said, rolling his eyes. "People can be persuaded 
to tell the truth, too many variables. But say you had a fit bit, and you put that fit bit on the bag of a 
hiker a state or two away, they'd be giving you an alibi." 


"Except, how are you going to get it back after you're done?" Bucky asked. That seems to stump 
the boy, who scowls in thought before shrugging and giving an impish little grin. 


"I didn't think that far ahead," he confessed. "Thats why I stick to writing the murders, not 
committing them." 


Bucky smiles at that before holding his hand out, palm up. "I'm Bucky." 


The boy smiles, all sunshine and genuine, and takes it. Bucky revels in the size difference of their 
hands alone, how small his hand is. He can't even wrap his fingers fully around Bucky's hand. 


"Hi," he said. "I'm Peter." 


"Its very nice to meet you, Peter," Bucky hums appreciatively, purposefully making eye contact 
and watching Peter blush again and duck his head, breathing in. 


He wonders if Peter's gotten this kind of attention before. If he has, its been minimal, which makes 
it so much easier for Bucky to get the boy to trust him. 


"Its nice to meet you too," Peter grins, so genuine. Its like he's dangling himself in front of Bucky, 
begging the man to ruin him. 


"Mind if I join you?" Bucky asked. "Maybe we can eat and talk more about your book. My treat." 


Peter smiles and nods, the poor thing. He has no idea whos sitting across from him. "Great. What 
would you like, I'll go up and order." 


"Oh, uh, just fries and a turkey sandwich?" 
Bucky smiles and nods before getting out of the booth and making his way back to the bar. 
While waiting for the bar tender to make the food, Bucky contemplates how he wants to do this. 


He has many options. He could ask the boy home with him, fuck him, and then kill him. He could 
snatch him on the boy's way home tonight. Or he could play the long game. 


That can get messy -especially if Bucky's seen with his victim during the long game, he'll become 
a witness- but watching that built trust break into shattered pieces, watching his victim's face fall 
into hurt and disbelief just before Bucky really gets started -its the best feeling in the world. 


And Peter, he thinks, really is worth the long run. With that in mind, he smiles to the bar tender, 
grabs the two plates from the table with one hand and two plastic cups of water with the other, and 
makes his way back to the booth in the back. 


Peter grins widely at him, and reaches out for the plate in Bucky's hand. He has to use both hands. 
Bucky sits down across from him, and slides over a cup of water. 


"Thank you," Peter said, biting into a fry. 


"You're welcome," Bucky smiles, biting into his own fry. "Now, I want to hear all about this book 
you're writing." 


He listens as Peter delves into the little world he created. He smirks at the similarities, hums and 
nods at the right times. Its really easy, listening to Peter. Bucky is a patient man, he can wait until 
Peter trusts him, and in order to do that, he has to play the part. 


"Jason Blaine's moniker is The Winter Soldier," Peter is explaining. Bucky has gotten a run down 
of all of Peter's characters so far. Jason Blaine is the main character. "Because he only kills in the 
winter, and because he was in the military." 


"How does the public know he was in the military?" Bucky asked. Peter smiles, pleased that Bucky 
seems interested -which he is. Honestly, the kid has a talent for story building. 


"Oh, well, he kills people with a bowie knife, and his military training shows through how he kills 
his victims," Peter explains, finishing off his sandwich. "I have the FBI working with the local law 
enforcement, but because he's only active in winter, it's difficult to pin him down. Plus he doesn't 
go after anyone in his immediate circle." 


"Why winter?" 


"Easier to hide the bodies," Peter said. "And the evidence. It snows a lot in Washington, so foot 
prints and tire tracks disappear, and the snow covers up the body, so law enforcement doesn't find 
them right away." 


Bucky is impressed. The boy knows what he's talking about. Sure, a few details are wrong -Google 
really doesn't know everything- but for a kid to get everything from fiction, crime documentaries 
and the computer, he's good. 


"And finding a moniker for him was a pain in the ass," Peter continued, rolling his eyes. "I think i 
spent three days alone just researching serial killer monikers." 


"Did you now?" Bucky asked, amusement tinting his tone. 


"Well, I had to," Peter exclaims, grinning. "I want the book to be as accurate to the real thing as 
possible." 


"And what did you learn from your research?" 


"Well, that the public gives serial killers monikers based off their kills," Peter said. "Like, John 
Wayne Gacy was known as the Killer Clown, because he dressed up as a clown. And monikers 
could be really specific, or really vague, like the Lady Killer, or the Queens Killer. 


"When serial killers don't have a set M.O, their moniker is broader. The Queens Killer doesn't have 
a type, he kills at random, and he doesn't really have a signature -since his method of killing 
changes up so often. It's actually why he's not been caught yet, the police can't predict his next 
move." 


"You sure know a lot about serial killers," Bucky smirked, leaning forward. Peter blushes a little, 
ducking his chin and waving his hand back and forth like he's brushing away a fly. 


"I'm a writer," he excused. "I gotta know a lot about what I'm writing." 
"Are you scared?" Bucky can't help but ask. "Of the Queens Killer?" 


Peter chews on his lip, seemingly thinking over his answer before shrugging a little, a little meek 
now that the subject has shifted to himself, and not his characters. 


"A little," he said truthfully. "I usually go home before it gets dark, and I carry pepper spray now. 
But, I don't think I'd catch his eye." 


"Oh, I think you would," Bucky said, eyes traveling down his front, then back up to his face. 


"That doesn't make me feel good," Peter chuckled, running a hand through his hair. "I don't really 
think I'd want attention from a serial killer." 


"Probably not," Bucky agreed. "I only meant that you're an attractive young man. People would 
have to be blind not to take notice." 


Peter's cheeks flame and he ducks his head again -the timid little thing just can't keep eye contact. 


"Oh, well, thank you," he breathed, flickering his eyes up to Bucky's face before darting them back 
down again. "You're really good looking too." 


Bucky's smirk turns into a grin. He knows he should cut the conversation off here, get the boy to 
agree to another meeting guised as a date. He makes it a point to check the windows, where the sun 
is beginning to set. 


"Its getting late," he said, looking back at Peter. "Can I walk you home?" 


Peter's eyes widen and he too, looks at the setting sun, shocked. "Oh, I didn't realize so much time 
passed," he confessed, closing his laptop and slipping it into his bag, along with his notebooks. 


"Time flies," Bucky agrees with a smile. "I can walk you if you'd like." 
"Oh, that's alright," Peter waved him off. "I only live a couple blocks away." 


"Well, at least let me give you my number," he compromised. Peter's cheeks pink yet again, and he 
nods before pulling his phone out and opening up the contacts app before handing it over. 


Bucky puts in his phone number -a track phone he got online a few years back, untraceable- and 
texts himself from the boy's phone. He feels the phone vibrates in his back pocket and then hands 
the phone back to Peter. 


"It was great to meet you, Peter," Bucky said, making sure their fingers touch when the phone 
exchanges hands. 


"Likewise," Peter beamed. Bucky gets to his feet when Peter does, and Bucky steps into his space, 
ducking down and planting a soft kiss to Peter's cheek. The boy barely reaches Bucky's shoulders, 
and is at least half his width -such a tiny thing. 


"Text me when you get home safe," he hums, pulling back. Peter swallows thickly, adams apple 
bobbing beautifully before he nods. 


Once alone, Bucky makes his way to the back of the bar, slipping out the back door and climbing 
onto his Harley. 


He throws on his helmet before taking off down the road. He follows Peter down the street, 
making sure to blend into traffic, turing onto side streets that will put him in front of the boy, 
before circling around. 


Peter's place is an apartment just outside of Queens. He parks across the street, watching Peter 
enter. 


Ten minutes later, his phone vibrates. Bucky lifts off his bike enough to grab it and opens the 
message. 


Made it home safe. Thanks for dinner and the talk! 


Bucky smirks down at the phone, typing out a reply with his thumbs. He presses send, tucks his 
phone back into his pocket, and takes off towards Brooklyn. He's going to enjoy Peter, he's sure of 
it. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


Please remember to heed the tags above!! I've added more, so if there are some you 
don't like, please skip this book! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Bucky is just shutting the trunk on a middle aged man when he hears the scrape of a shoe echoing 
down the alley. He glances up, squinting into the dark. 


There's a pool of blood by the dumpster, just yards away. Bucky climbs into the front seat and 
drives off before whoever it is makes it any closer. 


The man hadnt put up must of a fight. He was a drunk, and from the smell of him, homeless. 
Bucky tapped his fingers against the steering wheel in irritation, unsatisfied, but still stuck with the 
clean up. 


He drives to the Hudson, finds a spot he can bring his car right up to the river bank, under cover of 
trees and forest detritus. 


He looks around before popping the trunk. He has it lined with painters plastic -after having to 
clean the trunk out with ammonia the first time he decided to move a body, he decided lining the 
trunk would make clean up and disposal much easier. 


He pulls the tap up, and begins wrapping the plastic around the body, careful not to let any of the 
blood drip out. He uses a half roll of duct tape to secure the plastic around the body, and then pulls 
him out of the trunk. 


He's an older man, heavy on top of being limp, but Bucky's no stranger to maneuvering dead 
weight, and he manages to drag the body to the eroded rock edge. 


He returns to the car, grabbing the empty roll of tape and the knife before stuffing it into the 
plastic. 


Its not water tight, and he knows at some point, the body will float to the surface, but by then, all 
DNA evidence will be washed away by the water. Hes banking on wildlife to have a meal of him 
too before he's found. 


Once everything is secured, Bucky shoves the body off the ledge. The body falls into the Hudson 
with a splash, disappearing into the murky waters below. 


The current will take him to Lower Bay, Bucky knows. With one last glance at the water -now 
flowing undisturbed- he makes his way to the car. 


He looks in the trunk for any blood, then shuts it and slips behind the wheel. It takes him twenty 
minutes to get to his apartment. He parks in the underground parking lot under the building, and 
makes his way to the elevator. 


It's nearing midnight, but Bucky finds himself texting Peter anyway. Its a quick but friendly, dinner 


tomorrow? With a smiley face. 


He doesn't expect an answer this late, but by the time the elevator dings and the doors open onto 
his floor, his phone buzzes in his hand. He looks down, smirking at the text message. 


He's so eager, Bucky thinks, reading the text message. Exitable for even a little attention. 


Bucky walks down the hallway while giving Peter a time. He gets the boy to agree to be picked up 
at his apartment. Little thing even gives Bucky his apartment number. 


He's got no self preservation, Bucky thinks, pocketing his phone and unlocking his apartment door. 
Its one thing to share his apartment complex, but giving Bucky his apartment number too? He 
really is asking for it, and it shoots a thrilling shiver up his spine. 


He kicks the door shut and locks it, walking through the living room and into the kitchen. He flips 
on the overhead light for the oven and grabs the small bowl from the floor near the pantry door. 


The instant he starts opening a can of cat food, he hears the distinct cry of Alpine, high pitched 
little excited chirps as she comes prancing from the bedroom, white tail raised high. 


Bucky doesn't care much when she jumps onto his counter, brushing against his metal arm, 
meowing desperately. 


Bucky scoops some of the wet food into the bowl, leaning it on the counter while he pets her. She's 
eating like a cat starved, and Bucky smirks down at her. 


"Its almost like I don't feed you,” he murmurs, using a finger to scratch between her hunched 
shoulder blades. Alpine purs into her food, practically inhaling it. 


Bucky covers the rest of the food and sets it in the fridge before making his way into the bedroom. 
He grabs fresh clothes and hops into the shower across the hall, washing away any evidence of the 
drunk homeless man. 


He checks over his clothes, finding just a little blood -hydrogen peroxide will take care of that no 
problem. He grabs the brown bottle and sets to work cleaning the bit of blood from his clothes 
before dropping them into the hamper. 


He yawns as he makes his way back into the bedroom, towel drying his short hair before falling 
into bed. 


Its not long after he's drifting off that Alpine wanders in, jumping onto the bed and laying down on 
the pillow next to his head. 


ok 


Bucky dresses in dark jeans and a black tshirt, paired with his leather jacket. He has an older jacket 
in hand, as well as an extra helmet as he makes his way to the underground garage. 


Hes not planning on killing Peter tonight -no, much too soon for that- so he's taking the bike. He 
secures the helmet and jacket to the back of the bike and takes off towards Queens. 


He remembers how to get to the apartment fine, and grins when he sees an eager little boy waiting 
for him on the curb. 


Peter's eyes widen when Bucky pulls up, flipping up his visor. "You ride a bike?" He asked, 


surprised. 


"Sure do, sweetheart," Bucky grins. He doesn't get off the bike, but hands the leather jacket over. 
"You ready?" 


Peter takes the offered leather and slips into it. Bucky smirks at how little he looks, engulfed in the 
jacket. It hangs well past his fingers, and is too broad in the shoulders. 


Peter grins, huffing an amused laugh as he looks down at himself. "This is huge," he practically 
giggles. 


"Come here," Bucky ushers. He reaches for the jacket and pulls Peter off the curb, his thighs 
pressing into Bucky's bent leg. He zips the jacket up, boxing in that little frame before grabbing the 
helmet. 


Peter struggles to get his hands free of the jacket sleeves, and Bucky helps guide the helmet over 
his head, clipping the chin strap and pulling it tight. 


"You ever ride a bike?" Bucky asked, watching as Peter tries and fails to keep his hands out of the 
sleeves. Its kind of cute. 


"Nuh-uh," Peter shakes his head. Even with the strap secured under his chin, the helmet wiggles a 
little. 


"Well, hop on and hold tight." 


Peter does as he's told, straddling the bike and cradling Bucky's hips with his thighs. His thin arms 
wrap around Bucky's middle, his hands clasping at his wrists. Bony chin pressing into Bucky's 
shoulder. 


"Ready, baby?" Bucky calls, dropping the visor and starting the engine. He feels Peter nod, and 
with that, he shoots off into the street, reveling in how Peter holds on even tighter. 


He takes them to Staten Island, taking Peter on a small ride before pulling up to a restaurant Bucky 
had picked out the night before. 


He holds Peter's hand to help keep him steady while he unmounts the bike, and takes the helmet 
from him before removing his own and climbing off as well. 


He easily folds Peter under his arm, leaning in a little as they step up onto the sidewalk. "You been 
here before?" 


Peter shakes his head, glancing at the restaurant as Bucky leads them inside. "I've never been to 
Staten Island before," he said, slightly embarrassed. 


Bucky squeezes his arm around Peter's shoulder, grinning down at the boy. "Stick with me, kid, I'll 
show you shit you've never seen." 


Peter smiles, digging an elbow into Bucky's side. "I'm not a kid." 


"You look like one to me," Bucky said, leading them to a table for two near the back. "Especially 
in my jacket." 


"Maybe you're just really big," Peter countered, sliding into the chair across from Bucky. The two 
slip out of their leather before the waitress walks over. 


They order drinks and look over their menu while they wait for the woman to return. 


"Tell me about yourself," Bucky prods once the waitress leaves with their orders. Peter glances up 
and exhales through his nose, ears growing red at the tips. 


"Uh, what do you wanna know?" He asks. 

"Everything," Bucky answers, looking into those deep Bambi brown eyes. 

Peter fumbles a little, shuffling in his seat. "Well, uh -jeez, I don't know." 

Bucky smirks. "Alright, how ‘bout this: any hobbies?" 

"Uh, well, besides writing, I like painting, but I'm not real good at it." 

"Who said you needed to be good?" Bucky asked. He receives a small smile and a shrug. 
"No one, I guess." 

"So you write and you paint," Bucky lists. "What about a job." 


"Oh, I work at a publishing company," Peter grins. "I read people's books and if they're any good I 
send them off to be printed." 


Bucky smiles, sipping at his drink. 
"What about you?" Peter asked. "Where do you work?" 


"I work a couple odd jobs," Bucky said. "Construction and at a butcher shop are the main ones 
though." 


"That explains the muscles," Peter comments. His eyes widen when he realizes he's said it out loud 
and Bucky laughs. "Sorry." 


"Don't be, baby," Bucky huffs, shaking his head. "I'm flattered." 


He keeps up the act for the whole dinner, learning as much about Peter as he can in the guise of 
curiosity. 


When its time to go, Bucky tucks Peter under his arm again, possessively keeping him close as he 
pays for their food. Peter seems more than happy against his side -even wraps one arm around 
Bucky's waist to hold his hip. 


He helps Peter with his helmet again, lets Peter hold onto his shoulders as he climbs on behind 
him. Those slim arms wrap around his waist again, thighs pressing into Bucky deliciously. 


Bucky slaps down the visor, starts the bike and kicks off, grinning as Peter's arms tighten, the boy 
plastering to his back. 


Bucky weaves through traffic, the sun setting, plunging the sky into darkness. By the time they 
reach Peter's apartment building, the sky is dark blue, the last rays of sunlight hidden behind the 
buildings of Queens. 


Bucky helps Peter off the bike, draws the kickstand and steps off as well to see him off. 


Helmets are placed on the seat, and Bucky leans against the bike, smiling down at Peter, who's 


ruffling his hair back into a curly mop. 


"Thanks for dinner," Bucky said, reaching a hand out. He smirked when Peter stepped into his 
space in response, letting Bucky grab the leather jacket hanging off his shoulders. 


"[ had fun," Peter grinned, a little nervous now that its the end of the night. Bucky grabs the leather 
a little more firmly and tugs, forcing Peter closer. He leans down, brushing his lips against Peter's, 
smirking at the slight tremble in the younger man's breath. 


Peter's sleeve covered hands reach up to grab Bucky's cheeks, lifting his heels off the ground 
before kissing Bucky more firmly. 


Its a simple kiss. Bucky makes sure to change that by nipping at the boy's lower lip, sucking it into 
his mouth before letting it go. Peter practically melts against Bucky's chest after that, letting Bucky 
kiss him deep, angling his head. His tongue is shy, timidly meeting Bucky's as he licks into the 
boy's mouth. 


When Bucky pulls back, he smirks at how hazy his eyes are, how pink his lips have become. 
He blinks back the haze, but doesn't pull away. 
"Do you," Peter asks, voice a little rough. "Do you want to come inside?" 


Bucky's smirk returns. Poor thing, so trusting. He leans forward and kisses Peter again before 
nodding. Peter smiles. 


Bucky follows Peter up the stairs to the second floor, watches as his shaky little hands unlock the 
door and steps inside. 


Its a nice apartment, if a little under-decorated. Bucky didn't expect much -Peter had said he'd just 
moved into the apartment a couple months ago. 


Its a small one bedroom apartment, with a little kitchenette that opens up to the living room. Down 
the small hallway are two doors Bucky assumes belongs to the bedroom and bathroom. 


The moment the door is shut, Bucky grabs Peter by the waist -such a tiny little thing he is- 
spinning him around and kissing him. Peter inhales sharply at the surprise, but almost instantly 
melts back into Bucky's hold. 


Bucky let's his hands wander, tugging at the leather jacket until it slides off Peter's shoulders and 
lands on the floor behind him. 


Peter instantly reaches up with his hands, arms circling Bucky's shoulders. Even on his tip toes, 
Bucky has to bend down to kiss him, and its thrilling, having such a little life in his hands. 


Bucky pulls away moments later, the soft smack of their lips parting making Peter's cheeks pinken. 


"Why don't you go get ready," Bucky suggests, nodding towards the bathroom. The boy nods and 
scurries off. Bucky doesn't move until the shower turns on. 


He makes his way around the living room, taking in what he can. Theres a single picture frame on 
the bookshelf of Peter and an older woman with long hair. A mother, maybe. 


There's a desk full of book scripts, notebooks willed with messy scrawl. Plot points and bullet 
points for Peter's book. 


Bucky makes his way to the kitchen next, silently opening drawers until he finds the silverware 
drawer next to the sink. 


He plucks out a Santoku knife and thumbs at the edge. He shuts the drawer quietly, satisfied with 
its sharpness and makes his way to the bedroom, across from the bathroom. 


He puts the knife under the left side pillow, noting the right side of the bed is messier. 


The shower turns off, and Bucky sits down on Peter's bed, untying his shoes. He kicks them off, 
tucking his socks into them when Peter steps out, freshly washed with a towel tucked into itself 
around his waist. 


Bucky takes a moment to look him over. Peter may be a tiny thing, but he's got build. Bucky 
smirks appreciatively at the soft muscle definition on his flat tummy, hidden under layers of 
clothes. 


He looks at Bucky with a bit of hesitation, and Bucky again wonders if Peter's ever done this sort 
of thing before. 


"Come here, baby," Bucky orders, reaching a hand out. Peter's feet move, and Bucky has him 
standing with one of Bucky's knees between his legs, disappearing into the towel. 


"You're a pretty thing," Bucky sighs, running soft fingers across the expance of Peter's stomach. 
The boy shivers and Bucky smirks, glancing up at him. "Have you done this before?" 


His fingers curl into the towel, keeping Peter in place. 

"S-sex?" Peter asks breathlessly, arms hanging losely at his sides, chin lowered. 
"Yes," he answers. He watches Peter swallow, watches his adams apple bob. 
"Yeah," Peter responds. "I dated a guy in high school." 


It was easy for Bucky to deduce that Peter had only slept with one guy. Bucky would be his 
second, and it made him smirk a little. 


"Was he good?" Bucky asked, keeping eye contact as he leaned forward to pinch the skin above 
Peter's belly button with his teeth. 


Peter's breathing stuttered, eyelashes fluttering. Bucky could feel the boy getting hard under the 
towel. 


"I-I don't have-have anyone to compare him to," Peter confessed. Bucky grinned, placing a wet kiss 
against his stomach before tugging at the towel. 


"Lets change that, baby." 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter Notes 
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Peter gasps when Bucky dislodged the towel, letting it fall and leaving him bare. Bucky wastes no 
time in pulling Peter onto his lap, forcing the boy to straddle him. 


Bucky runs his fingers over Peter's sides, pressing open mouthed kisses to his neck as Peter 
wriggles and whimpers. Bucky feels Peter's pulse quicken against his lips and bites down on the 
tendon. 


"Look at how reactive you are," Bucky hums, his own cock hard in his jeans. "Not even getting to 
the good part and you're already shaking, baby." 


Peter tucks his face into Bucky's neck, arms wrapping around his shoulders. "Can't help it," he 
practically mewls. Bucky smirks, hands moving from Peter's sides to the curve of his bare ass. 


"I know," Bucky growls, squeezing Peter's ass. The boy lifts up onto his knees, pressing his chest 
into Bucky's face, moaning softly. Bucky tightens his hold on Peter's ass, his pert little cheeks 
fitting perfectly in his grasp. 


"Oh, I'm going to ruin you, baby," Bucky promises, pulling Peter's cheeks apart. Peter trembles as 
Bucky reaches a finger to run down the crack of his ass, stopping at his hole, loose from Peter's 
time in the shower. 


He hums in approval, pressing in dry and listening to Peter whimper, body trying to pull away at 
the burn. 


"Ah, ah, pretty," Bucky admonished, curling an arm around Peter's waist and forcing him still. 
"Stay still for me." 


"Buck-Bucky," Peter whimpers against his neck, thighs quaking as he holds himself up on his 
knees. 


Bucky can't help but imagining this playing out differently. Imagines Peter tremble, not from 
pleasure, but from pain. Calling out Bucky's name for mercy, not for more. It gets Bucky's cock 
twitching in the confines of his jeans. 


"You got lube, sweetheart?" 


"Ye-yeah," Peter breathed. Bucky reluctantly lets go of the kid's ass, letting him climb off his lap 
and dropping to his knees to reach under the bed. 


Bucky curls metal fingers around the nape of his neck, humming at the soft pale expanse of Peter's 
back. 


When Peter straightens -still on his knees- he's got a half empty bottle of off-brand lube. 


"You look so pretty on your knees," Bucky comments, his hand moving from the nape of Peter's 
neck to his chin, forcing Peter to lift his head, straightening the boy's spine and showing off his 
front. "Look at you, so tiny." 


Peter inhales shakily, cheeks burning pink. His cock is just as small as he is, Bucky notes. Even at 
full mast, his cock stands a little under five inches. It curves up towards his belly. 


He's not surprised to see sparse pubic hair cradling his dick, and he uses his flesh hand to tug at the 
hairs above his cock, making Peter whimper. 


"Tell me, Peter," Bucky hummed, leaning in close and brushing his nose against Peter's. "What did 
he do to you? Hmm? How experienced is that little cocklet of yours?" 


Bucky smirked at Peter's choked off embarrassment, still kneeling in front of Bucky. He pinches 
Peter's chin a little to get him talking. 


"M-mostly just, um, just missionary," Peter breathes. Bucky tuts, shaking his head. He uses his 
hand on Peter's chin to force the boy to stand. 


"You're missing out, baby,” Bucky hummed, standing as well. Peter stumbles back a little to keep 
from bumping into Bucky. 


He grabs the neck of his shirt and pulls it off, lets it fall to the ground before unbuttoning his jeans. 


Bucky's never been shy when it comes to his body. He's earned the scars maring his skin, worked 
hard for the muscles defining his stomach and chest. He doesn't have any shame in his prosthetic 
either, revels in its extra strength. 


Peter's eyes take him in as Bucky steps out of the last of his clothes, leaving him just as naked as 
the younger. 


Bucky grabs his tags, throwing them over his shoulder before grabbing Peter by the upper arm and 
yanking him close. 


He doesn't give Peter time to adjust to anything. He pushes the boy face first into the bed, 
snatching the lube from him. 


Peter yelps a little, grunting when Bucky keeps a hold of his neck, keeping him pressed into the 
pillow. Bucky takes a moment to calculate before setting the lube down and flipping Peter over. 


"You got a belt?" 


Peter blinks in confusion. "Uh, yeah, its in the closet," he said. Bucky's already heading for the 
little door when Peter asks, "why?" 


Bucky doesn't answer. He finds the belt hanging from a nail in the door and makes his way over. 


"On your stomach, baby," Bucky orders. Peter looks at him skeptically, hesitation in his eyes as he 
looks from Bucky's face to the belt. 


"You-you're not gonna hit me with it... are you?" 
"No," Bucky hums. "Turn over." 


Peter does as he's told, slowly and still on edge, but trusting none the less. Bucky wants to scold 
him for it. 


Instead, he gets on the bed and straddles his thighs, pinning him down. 


He silently grabs Peter's hands, forcing his arms back and wraps the belt around fragile looking 


wrists. Peter shifts under him, but doesn't protest. 


Once satisfied that Peter won't accidentally find the knife hidden under the pillow beside him, 
Bucky leans forward, kissing at Peter's shoulder. 


"When I'm done with you, you'll be ruined for everyone else," he promises, reveling in the shiver 
that evokes in Peter. "You'll forget all about your first." 


"Please," Peter mewls, head turned to the side. "Please, Bucky." 


And oh how Bucky wants those pleas to sound different. Wants the boy begging with blood 
wetting his pretty pink lips, tears in those Bambi eyes. 


Bucky flicks the lid of lube open with a click, squirting a generous amount onto his fingers before 
wetting his cock. He knee-walks back, uncaging Peter's legs. 


"Hands and knees, baby," Bucky orders, slowly stroking himself at the sight of Peter, bare and 
vulnerable for him. 


Peter lets our a little whimper, a grunt as he tries to pull his hands free. "I-I can't," he huffed. 
"Sure you can," Bucky hums. "Get creative." 


Peter huffs again, and after a second of stillness, he starts to move around. Bucky smirks, watching 
him struggle to get his knees under him, then push his ass up into the air. 


His chest and shoulders are still pressed into the pillow, and Bucky hums approvingly. "Look how 
lovely you're presenting to me, baby," he coos, running a lube slick hand over the curve of Peter's 
ass. His fingers flex at the small of his back. 


"Such a good boy." That gets Peter's blush to travel to his neck, and he chokes on a moan. Bucky 
smirks. "You like that? Like being called a good boy?" 


Peter shivers and nods against the pillow. "Ye-yes." 


Bucky smirks. He knee-walks towards the boy, holding his cock and lining it with Peter's hole, the 
pink little pucker already needily twitching for it. 


He doesn't give Peter any warning, just slams in home with one swift thrust. Peter howls, and 
Bucky has to hold his hips to keep the boy from jerking away from him. 


"Thats it, good boy," Bucky grunts, rolling his hips. "You're taking me so well. So tight." 


He pulls out and punches back in with equal measure, not giving Peter any time to adjust to his 
girth. 


"Bucky!" He yells. "Bu-buck -oh my god- ah! To-too much!" 


Bucky ignores him, slamming into the boy's tight little hole over and over, quick and dirty. His grip 
on Peter's hips are bruisingly tight, unyielding. 


"You can take it," Bucky growls, snapping his hips forward again and again. Peter's whole body 
trembles, and Bucky notices wet cheeks. He groans at the sight of Peter crying into his pillow 
while Bucky continues to fuck into him. 


"Bu-uh-uh-cky," he weeps, voice stuttering with every brutal thrust. 


Bucky clenched his jaw, grabbing at his bound wrists with one hand and pulling. 


Peter's tiny frame lifts off the bed, and Bucky holds the belt like the reins of a horse, suspending 
Peter's upper body while he pounds into him. 


He wants to use Peter for all he's worth. Wants the boy begging and sobbing, drool and snot 
running down his face. He wants to wreck Peter in every way. And then he wants to feel the warm 
blood pool in the dip of his stomach, mixing with cum while Peter screams, ruined. 


"Ple-please, Bucky," Peter sobbed, choked out moans loud in the small apartment bedroom. "Its- its 
too much, I can't-" hes cut off with a rough thrust from Bucky. 


"You're doing such a good job," Bucky groaned over the sounds of their skin slapping together and 
Peter's desperate tears. "Such a good boy, taking my cock." 


Peter tries to pull himself up straighter by bending at his elbows, but he's too weak to hold the 
position for more than a few seconds -especially with Bucky slamming into him so roughly. 


Bucky let's go without warning and Peter falls into the pillow, yelping and grunting, trying to shift 
away. Bucky just holds his hips tightly with both hands. 


He slams into Peter while yanking the boy back onto his cock, and the boy sobs incoherently, cum 
dribbling from his ignored cocklet. 


Bucky knows he's close to cumming. He slides one hand up Peter's spine, fingers curling around 
the front of his neck and pulling Peter up to his knees again. This time, Bucky forces Peter's back to 
his chest, all the while holding onto Peter's neck, just below the jaw. 


"Buck," he gasps. Bucky slams into him and the boy keens, legs shaking. 


"You gonna cum untouched?" Bucky asked lowly, feeling his balls tighten, a low tingle in his gut 
at the oncoming orgasm. 


"I-I can't," Peter sobs, shaking his head even as more cum drools from his curved cock, dribbling 
onto his stomach and down his shaft to his balls. 


"You need help cumming, baby?" Bucky asked, already snaking the hand on Peter's hip forward, 
brushing against his shaft. 


Peter lets out another sob, tears wetting his cheeks and spilling over Bucky's fingers. "Ye-yes," he 
gasps wetly. 


"What do you say?" 


Peter sounds wrecked when he sucks in a breath, and Bucky's seconds away from spilling into 
Peter's fucked out asshole. 


"I-I. Please," Peter cried. "Please, I need help. Need you t-to help me cum." 


Bucky smirks, biting into Peter shoulder when he feels his orgasm shoot through him. Peter lets 
out a reedy moan at feeling Bucky empty inside him, still thrusting. 


He curls his fingers around Peter's shaft, pumping fast and rough. Peter shouts, head thrown back 
and trembling. Three good strokes has the boy painting his stomach and Bucky's hand white. 
Bucky hums as Peter milks the last of his orgasm with his fluttering walls. 


He milks Peter until he's dry and over-sensitive, the boy frantically shaking his head and sobbing. 
"No more! No more, please, Bucky I can't!" 


Bucky chuckles, dropping Peter's slowly softening cock. He lets go of his neck and guides Peter 
onto his stomach once more. 


"You did such a good job, baby," Bucky praised, already untying the belt. The skin around his 
wrists are red and irritated. Once his arms are free, Peter rolls onto his back. 


Bucky drops onto the other pillow, feeling the knife handle against his temple. Peter takes a 
moment to compose himself, shaky hands reaching up to brush away his tears, sniffling and 
shifting, before, finally, he turned to face Bucky. 


Bucky curls an arm around Peter's neck, pulling Peter closer, until he has to rest his head against 
Bucky's shoulder, his chest pressed into Bucky's side. 


"Sorry," Peter said softly, one hand placed on Bucky's sternum. 
"For?" Bucky asked. 
"Crying," he said, blushing a little at the humiliation. "That-that was intense." 


Bucky huffed, smirking as he forced Peter's chin up to look at him. Peter's eyes are still bloodshot 
and red rimmed. 


"I think you look absolutely gorgeous when you cry," Bucky mused, watching Peter's eyes widen 
slightly, feeling him inhale shakily before stretching up to kiss him. 


Bucky easily dominates the kiss, rolling forward until he has Peter pinned under him, his tags 
falling from his shoulder. 


He pulls back, returning to the pillow and smirking over at Peter, still laid out naked and 
vulnerable. Cum drying over his belly. 


Peter returns to Bucky's side, dainty hand reaching for the tags around Bucky's neck. Bucky let's 
the boy explore. 


"I didn't know you were in the military," he finally said, glancing up at Bucky through thick dark 
lashes. 


"Army," Bucky hummed. "It was a decade ago." 


It was true. Bucky enlisted just after high school and spent two tours in Afghanistan. Well, almost 
two. Halfway through his second, he was sent home without his arm. 


"I was still playing with G.I. Joes a decade ago," Peter said, letting the tags fall to Bucky's chest. 
Bucky couldn't help smiling at that. "Is that how you got this?" 


Peter's fingers had crept across Bucky's chest to the join of flesh to metal. Bucky hummed an 
affirmative, reaching up with a metal hand and grabbing Peter's. 


His hand is so small comparatively. Even when their palms are flat together, Bucky can curl his 
fingers over the top of Peter's. 


Peter huffs at that, shifting his fingers so they slat between Bucky's, letting them rest against 
Bucky's chest. 


"Will you stay?" Peter asked, glancing up at him. Bucky can see the tiredness in his eyes, how he 
blinks slow. 


"For a little while," Bucky said. "I have work in the morning." 


Peter actually pouted, which made Bucky laugh, rolling to his side and forcing Peter to his back. 
"Go to sleep," Bucky urged, kissing Peter on his soft lips. 


Peter nodded, keeping Bucky's hand hostage in his own. The covers were pulled up, hiding their 
nakedness, and Bucky waited. 


He waited hours. Waited for Peter to fall asleep, then waited longer. It was nearing one in the 
morning when Bucky reached under the pillow. 


The neighboring tenants would be fast asleep by now, and Bucky could cover Peter's mouth if he 
woke. Bucky kind of hoped he would as his hand curled around the handle. 


He shifted his weight, getting to hie elbow as he slowly pulled the knife out of its hiding spot. 


Peter rouses and Bucky stills. Soft brown eyes blink open and Peter yawns a little before focusing 
on Bucky. 


"You're still here," Peter hummed, voice thick with sleep. Bucky slides the knife back under the 
pillow. 


"Not for long," he said, kissing Peter's lips. "Why don't you get up and showered, I'll strip the bed 
before I go." 


Peter wakes up a little more, stretching stiff muscles. "You don't have to." 


Bucky shakes his head and kisses him again. "Go on," he orders, pushing at Peter, who lets out a 
sleepy huff. 


He slides out of bed, bare feet padding against the hardwood. Bucky watches, taking in his 
nakedness as Peter shuffles into the bathroom and shuts the door. 


The moment the shower turns on, Bucky takes the knife into the kitchen, putting it back where it 
came from before returning to the bedroom. 


He pulls off the sheets and bundles them up, tossing them to the corner of the room. Its easy to find 
the extra linens on the top shelf in Peter's closet once he's dressed, and he quickly makes the bed. 


The shower turns off just as Bucky's throwing the blanket on. He comes out wearing a pair of 
flannel pajama bottoms, rubbing at his eye. 


"Thank you," Peter mumbled, still sleepy even after the shower. He walks over and rests against 
Bucky, curling lose arms around Bucky's waist. 


"C'mon, get into bed," Bucky said, walking Peter over to his side of the bed. 


"I wish you'd stay," Peter sighed, climbing under the sheets. Bucky huffed, pulling the blankets 
over his tiny form. 


"Next time." 
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Bucky snapped his hips forward, feeling that wet heat suck him in. The girl's moan was high 


pitched and grating. The girl had dangled herself before him, and now, they were in the back of her 
car, legs up in the air while Bucky rammed into her, chasing his own orgasm. 


"Yes, yes, yes!" She crowed. Bucky grunted, resisting the urge to roll his eyes. "God, yes, Bucky!" 


He wouldn't be able to get off, not with her wailing. Bucky leaned forward, grabbing the plastic 
bag from the floorboard. The bitch was too preoccupied to notice. 


He shoves the bag over her face too quick for the girl to react, and holds it on either side of her 
head with both hands, continuing to thrust into her tight pussy. 


It takes only a second before the fearful thrashing begins. Bucky keeps his face away from her 
acrylic nails as she claws at him. 


"Shh," Bucky grunts, rolling his hips in while the girl fights. "Be fucking quiet." 


The girl tries to yell, tries to take in a breath. Fights with all she can, but its not enough. Bucky 
feels the burn of nails scratching at his chest and shoulders, watches as her stomach heaves with a 
need to suck in air. 


She tries, but its not enough. Bucky fucks her through his orgasm, groaning as the girl under him 
begins to slow her thrashing. 


He stays buried deep inside her until her body sags against the car seat, before pulling out. 
He removes the bag, those dark eyes staring blindly up at the ceiling. 


Bucky rolled the condom down his shaft. He tossed the used rubber onto the girl's naked chest and 
cleaned himself off before tucking himself into his boxers. 


"Thanks for the fuck," he grunted, climbing out of the car and slamming the back door. 


He gets in behind the wheel and starts the car. They're in the middle of nowhere -the girl hasn't 
wanted anyone knowing she was with Bucky, seeing as she was married. 


They'd taken her car -which meant Bucky had a long walk before he got back to his own vehicle. It 
didn't matter though, easy disposal was his favorite. 


He takes the car deep into the woods, as far as the Subaru could go, and then he pushes it a little 
further. It gets stuck off the path and Bucky climbs out, leaving the engine running. 


He opens the doors, and begins throwing in logs and sticks, over the naked woman in the back seat 
and across the front seats. 


He opens the trunk and grabs the half empty gas can. After dousing the wood and the body, Bucky 
reaches into his pocket, pulling out a Zippo and flicking it open. He throws the lighter into the car. 
It lands on the girl's stomach, and there's a woosh as flame catches. 


Bucky doesn't stick around to watch. He takes off in a jog, away from the main road, and deeper 
into the woods. 


He jogs through the trees, taking the long way back towards town. He hears the fire department 
sirens, can see the smoke from the vehicle. 


He keeps out of sight as he makes his way back to his car, parked on the second floor of a 
community college parking ramp. 


Its easy to exit and follow the flow of traffic. He makes his way through Queens, and pulls up to 
the apartment building with minutes to spare. 


"No bike?" Peter asked when he crosses the street, a little pout on his pink lips. Bucky smirked, 
shaking his head. 


"Not today, baby." 


Peter's wearing his army green jacket over a flannel layer and a graphic tshirt. His bag is slung over 
his shoulder, and he bounces easily on his toes as he hooks his elbows over the lip of Bucky's 
doorframe. 


"You gonna tell me where we're going?" Peter asked, grinning at Bucky. 
Bucky smirks and shakes his head. "Get in or I'll leave you here." 


That gets Peter moving. The little thing runs around the car and climbs in the passenger seat, 
buckling up and shoving the bag down between his feet. 


Bucky had told Peter he wanted to take him on an adventure, told him to dress for the outside. 


He had sandwiches and water in the back seat and a flannel blanket. Earning Peter's trust -allowing 
Peter to view Bucky as someone of value in his life- would make it so much sweeter when the time 
came to snuff that life out. 


He could be patient with Peter, because he had so many more options in Queens. 


He takes Peter to Flushing Medows, parks in the dirt lot and gets out without a word. Peter -the 
eager little thing- follows him, smile on his lips and backpack over his shoulder. 


"A picnic?" He asked, hopeful lilt to his boyish voice, bouncing on the balls of his heels. Bucky 
huffed, reaching out with his flesh hand and intertwining his fingers with Peter's. 


"You tell anyone and I'll kill you," he threatens. Peter just smiles, unaware of just how true Bucky's 
words ring. 


The boy practically skips beside Bucky as the older leads them down a nature trail. Bucky likens 
their walk to a man leading a lamb to the slaughter. 


The man knows what's going to happen, but not the lamb, who tottles along unknowingly. Bucky 
smiles when Peter looks up at him. 


"How about here?" Bucky asked after a few minutes of walking. Theres a little grassy patch not far 
from the trail, right next to a small stream. 


"Ooh, its perfect," Peter grins, dropping his bag. Bucky hums and the two set up the blanket before 
sitting down. 


Bucky went simple with turkey sandwiches with two bottles of water from the gas station. Peter 
kisses him in thanks before digging in. 


Bucky lays on his side, propped up on one elbow as he chews, eyeing Peter. The boy is sitting 
cross legged, humming into his sandwich. 


"Thank you," Peter said after swallowing. "Can't remember the last time someone took me on a 
picnic." 


Bucky grins. "Got a lot more up my sleeve for you, baby," he promises, watching Peter blush. 
They're halfway through their meal when a golden retriever shows up from further down the trail. 


"Hello, puppy," Peter exclaims, the dog wiggling his way over. Peter laughs, tries to lift his food 
out of reach and tumbles back a little. Bucky sets a hand on his back to keep him from falling back. 


The dog turns to Bucky when he realizes he won't get any food from Peter, and due to Bucky being 
on his side, he gets a lot more dog in his face. The fluff ball crawls onto him, punching the air out 
of his gut. 


Peter laughs, loud and full bellied. Bucky shoves the dog off just as the owners come over. "Oh, 
sorry." 


"Thats okay," Peter laughed, wiping at his eyes. They watch the dog leave and then Peter turns to 
Bucky, still grinning. Bucky scowls. 


"Sorry, I didn't mean to laugh," Peter said, covering his smile with his hand. Bucky sat up, leaning 
over and shoving Peter in the shoulder. 


Peter yelps as he falls over before erupting in more laughter. Bucky crawls over him, pinning him 
to the ground. Bucky is about to give him a snappy reply, when Peter sobers, frowning as he 
reaches up and runs soft fingers over Bucky's exposed collarbone. 


"Got you pretty good, huh?" He hums. Bucky glances down at his chest, seeing the claw marks, 
red and visible after his shirt shifts from the tussle with the dog. 


He'd completely forgotten about them. Peter's fingers curl around the neck of Bucky's shirt, 
tugging it to expose more of the red lines. 


"I'm sorry." 


Bucky blinks and shrugs, but he's caught a bit off guard when Peter lifts his head off the ground, 
pressing soft lips to his exposed skin. 


When he pulls back, he's grinning again, settling against the blanket. Bucky leans forward to kiss 
Peter this time, connecting their lips. 


"You're sweet," Bucky hums, lowering himself onto Peter's small frame. Peter laughs a little, 
breathlessly as Bucky's weight presses down on him. 


"You're squishing me," Peter giggles. Bucky growls playfully, nipping at the skin of Peter's neck. 
"Am I?" He asks innocently, allowing more of his weight to settle on the little boy. 


Peter wiggles as best he can under him, breathless little giggles and grunts filling the space 
between his mouth and Bucky's ear. 


"You're gonna kill me," Peter whined, pushing at Bucky's shoulders, still smiling. 


"Not yet, baby,” Bucky hums, lifting his weight off. Peter takes a full breath. "I have so much I 
wanna do to you before I kill you." 


"Like what?" Peter asks, like they're playing. Bucky smirks down at him, the boy so unaware of 
the danger looming over him. 


Bucky decides to play along with him, humming as he drops to his elbows, bracketing Peter in. "I 
wanna fuck you in every way possible," he says, watching Peter's smile fall, eyes peering up at 
him. Bucky smirks, leaning down to kiss his lips. 


"Wanna break you, defile you, ruin you beyond recognition, and then keep going," he breathes. 
Peter whimpers, shifting under Bucky's large frame. 


"Take you apart and stitch you back together." His mouth travels to Peter's jaw, kissing and nipping 
at the skin there. Peter shivers under him. 


"Then I'll kill you," he promises, licking at the shell of Peter's ear. "Only then, baby." 


He rolls his hips forward to drive his point home, reveling in the reedy moan that elicits from 
Peter. He smirks, lifting himself to look at Peter. 


The boy's eyes are hazy, lustfilled and soft. His cheeks ruddy and his breathing labored. 
"Can-can we go home?" Peter breathes, voice wavering. "Take me- take me home?" 


Bucky smirks, nosing at Peter's cheek. "Why go home?" He asks. "I'm fully capable of fucking you 
right here, baby." 


Peter let out a broken moan at that, tears welling in those Bambi brown eyes. The sensitive little 
thing. 


"Please," he whines. Bucky's about to ravish him here and now when the sound of a siren fills the 
air. He stills then climbs off. Peter frowns, sitting up just as a ranger ATV rounds the bend. 


"Parks closed, we need you two to pack up and evacuate immediately," the red headed man said. 


"Whats going on?" Peter asked, confused and frightened. Bucky knew why they were evacuating 
the park. 


"Found a burn out a few acres north," he said. "There was a body inside." 


Bucky heard Peter's breath hitch, eyes wide. The red head took off down the road after a quick nod 
for them to leave. 


He collected their trash with shaky hands while Bucky grabbed the blanket, folding it and tucking 
it under his arm. 


They walked back to the car, pace quicker than the walk down. Peter clung to Bucky, head 
swiveling around, frightened eyes roaming the woods around them, as if the killer would jump out 
from behind a tree. 


He didnt seem to settle until the two were in Bucky's car and driving towards his apartment. 


"You okay?" Bucky asked. He recieved a nod in response. After a second, Peter swallowed and 


glanced over at Bucky. 


"I-I kind of forgot about him," he confessed. "I mean, I didn't forget. But I-I should've been paying 
attention. What if the Queens Killer was close?" 


Bucky reached a hand over and took Peter's shaky one. "They don't know if it is the Queens Killer 
or not." 


That seemed to relieve Peter a little. He nodded, looking a little determined even as the trembling in 
his fingers gave him away. 


"Right," he said softly. "You're right. They wouldn't know until they've gone through all their 
suspects and done an investigation. It-it could've just been an accident." 


Bucky knew the kid was just trying to make himself feel better. Peter probably knew it too. Bucky 
didn't need the validation of his kills being pinned on him -there were quite a few that hadn't been 
linked to the Queens Killer in some way. 


Even deaths that Bucky hadn't been apart of had been labeled a Queens Killer victim, only because 
there was no way to link it to anything else. Bucky was fine with that too. 


He pulls up to Peter's complex, putting the vehicle in park and turning to look at Peter. Poor thing 
was shaken up, skin pale and eyes wide. 


"Can-can you stay?" Peter asked, looking up at Bucky with pleading eyes. "I-I know its stupid. Its- 
its not like the Queens Killer is gonna- I just. I'd feel better with company." 


Bucky doesn't miss the irony of Peter's fear of the Queens Killer picking him out of the thousands 
in Queens, when that's exactly what Bucky did. 


He almost smirks at the knowledge that Peter's afraid of him, and searching him out for comfort, 
unknowingly. 


"Sure, baby," Bucky nodded, watching the relief flood the smaller's features. They get inside and 
take the elevator up to Peter's floor. 


Bucky follows the boy inside the apartment, and watches as he slides the chain across the door, 
locks the deadbolt and the door handle before settling enough to take his shoes off. 


He sets his bag down next to the little desk and falls onto the couch. Bucky follows, allowing Peter 
to tuck himself into his side. He runs soft fingers over the back of Peter's neck, humming and 
wondering if the girl was burned enough to destroy evidence of him fucking her. 


He doesn't worry about it though, especially when Peter leans all his weight into him, settling 
against him and holding him. Bucky leans his head down and kisses Peter's head of curly brown 
hair. 


Chapter End Notes 


Oof. Peter being absolutely oblivious is so fun to write!! Poor baby has no idea what's 
going on, bless his heart. 


Anyway, let me know what you guys think! What would you guys like to see more 
of?? 


Chapter 5 


Chapter Notes 

See the end of the chapter for notes 
Peter's fear of the Queens Killer dissipates as the days go by. Bucky finds it amusing how he seems 
to drown himself in work the first couple days, reading over scripts or scribbling in his notebook. 


Some days, when Bucky visits, he sits on the couch and watches Peter slave away hunched over his 
desk. Other days he forces Peter away from his work to fuck him to tears. 


Bucky's been relatively gentle with Peter the first few times, not wanting to completely scare the 
boy away. Not when he's got plans in the works for the little thing. 


He's still rough, bordering on painful with Peter, but he's restrained himself for the most part. 
Peter's had a very vanilla life before Bucky came into it. 


It was five days after the picnic that Peter sighs rather explosively, dropping his pen on the desk. 
"What is it, sweetheart?" Bucky hums from the couch. Peter glances over at him and shrugs. 

"[ just- I don't know," he sighed, swiveling in his chair. "I've tried Googling it, but its no help." 
"You writing a scene?" Peter nods. "Tell me about it." 


Peter sighs again, gesturing to his notebook. "Jason is strangling someone," he says. "But I don't 
know anything about strangulation. Some sites say you can't kill someone by breaking their trachea 
and others say its impossible to survive." 


Bucky huffed an amused laugh and hums thoughtfully. "Come here." 
Bucky sits up straight as Peter walks over, allowing Bucky to pull him onto his lap, back to front. 


"There's different ways to render someone unconscious," he hums lowly into Peter's ear, flesh 
fingers curling around the front of Peter's neck from under his arm. "There's a choke hold, and then 
there's strangulation. Strangulation kills, the choke hold doesn't." 


He tightens his hold on Peter's neck, finger tips pressing into the skin at the sides of his neck, 
feeling the pulse of blood underneath. 


"Choke hold cuts off the blood supply," he said, tightening his hold. Peter whimpers a little, little 
fingers wrapping around Bucky's wrist. "It takes anywhere from ten seconds to twenty before your 
victim passes out." 


Peter's head falls back to rest on Bucky's shoulder, heart beat quickening under Bucky's touch. 


"Shift the pressure," Bucky hums, releasing his fingers and pressing down on the front of Peter's 
throat with his palm. The boy gasps a little, hands tightening their hold on Bucky's wrist, shifting a 
bit in his lap. 


"And you've got strangulation," he said, adding a bit of pressure, until he feels Peter fighting for 
what little air he allows the boy to have. 


"Cut off the air supply, and wait for them to pass out," Bucky continues. "It can take almost ten 


minutes. But you gotta hold on an extra two after, to make sure they don't wake up." 


Peter's back arches, his feet planting themselves on the floor to try and push at Bucky. Bucky 
smirks. It'd be so easy to just add a little more pressure. To hold Peter down while he cut off his air 
flow until he laid limp in Bucky's hold. 


Bucky presses a kiss to Peter's reddening cheek, humming as he moved his metal hand down 
Peter's stomach. The boy's whimper is tight, gaspy. 


"You hard, baby?" Bucky asks, feeling the bulge in Peter's jeans. He smirks. "You like wearing my 
hand as a necklace?" 


Peter gasps, sucking in a slow lung full of air. Not enough to fully satiate him, but enough to keep 
him from fainting. 


Bucky hums again, using his metal hand to pop the button of Peter's jeans, shoving his hand below 
his boxers and curling metal fingers around his cock. 


"Buck-" Peter rasps, completely at Bucky's mercy. 


"You like that, baby?" Bucky asks, fisting the boy with a painful grip. Peter moans weakly, 
shifting against Bucky. 


Peter rolls his hips, little gasps of air puffing past parted lips. Bucky keeps his hold on Peter firm, 
twisting his wrist on the upstroke and smirking. 


"You're being such a good boy for me," Bucky hummed. He exploited Peter's love for being a 
‘good boy' any chance he got, just to watch Peter's eyes well with tears. It was a high Bucky chased 
damn near religiously. 


"Wearing my hand so prettily," he continued, stroking Peter first slow, then fast. Peter's body 
reacted in turn -back arching, legs stiffening. He gasped and moaned and wheezed in Bucky's ear. 


It would be so easy to tighten his hand, force him to cum while draining every bit of life from him. 
Bucky could do it, Peter already trusted him so much. 


Bucky settled his lips on Peter's jaw, kissing and biting at the hinge, rolling his thumb over the slit. 
Peter tried to desperately to make noise. 


He felt Peter twitch in his hands, cumming in short white ropes against his shirt and Bucky's hand. 
He releases the boy, and Peter sucks in a sharp breath, chest expanding as he sagged against 
Bucky. 


"Oh, my God," he gasped. Bucky smirked, using Peter's pants to wipe the cum off his metal hand. 
"Did that help answer your question?" Bucky asked, lips brushing against the shell of Peter's ear. 
"Huh?" Peter looked over, dazed eyes blinking before recognition filtered through. "Oh, yeah." 
Bucky smirked. "Good," he said, nipping at Peter's lips. 

"How do you know all that?" Peter asked, shifting to get a better look behind him. 


"You learn a lot in the army," Bucky shrugged. It was partially true. He'd taken Jujitsu and a 
couple other classes in martial arts during his time in basic, which briefly covered the topic of fatal 
takedown. 


The rest he learned from practice. Trial and error. 


"I didn't know I-" Peter sucked his lower lip between his teeth, blushing and looking down in 
embarrassment. "I didn't know I liked that." 


Bucky smirked, leaning forward and spinning Peter, kissing him hard. The boy whimpered against 
his mouth, lifting his arms until his hands cradled Bucky's jaw. 


With his palms near Bucky's chin, his fingers barely covered Bucky's ears. He was such a tiny 
thing. 


Bucky's hands grab at Peter's shirt and lifts up, breaking the kiss to yank the fabric over his head. 
Peter moves right back into his space when it's gone, kissing frantically. 


Even as desperate as he is, he can't seem to take control of the kiss. His tongue still too shy. The 
boy was made to be dominated in every way, and Bucky groaned into his mouth at the thought of 
it. 


It was easy to get Peter out of his pants and boxers, leaving him naked in Bucky's lap. The boy 
shivered above him, his little cocklet growing hard again as Bucky squeezes his ass cheeks. 


Bucky smacked him with a flesh hand and Peter broke the kiss with a yelp. Bucky grinned, forcing 
Peter back down and connecting their lips. 


Peter settled back into Bucky's hands, those pert little cheeks fitting perfectly in Bucky's palms. 


Bucky's mouth trailed down Peter's cheek to his jaw, then down the column of his neck, to his 
shoulder. Peter shivered, whimpering softly. 


"Can we go to the bed?" Peter whispered, head tilting back so Bucky could mouth at his neck. 


"We're fully capable of fucking right here, baby," Bucky hummed, squeezing Peter's ass again 
before swatting him. 


"Get on your knees for me," Bucky ordered. Peter whimpered again before complying, sliding off 
Bucky's jean clad thighs and settling on his knees. "Good boy. Now, take my cock out." 


Peter's eyes widened at the demand, breath stuttering, but he reached forward and unbuttoned 
Bucky's jeans, pulling down the zip. 


His dainty fingers tucked into the waistband of both boxers and jeans and Bucky lifted off his hips 
enough to let the boy pull them down his thighs. 


Bucky's cock stood tall, parallel to his stomach, and Peter swallowed thickly before looking up at 
Bucky. 


"Go on," Bucky said, incouragingly, nodding to himself. "Lets see how much you can take in that 
pretty little mouth of yours." 


Peter shuffled forward a little, tentatively wrapping his fingers around Bucky's shaft. Peter's fingers 
just barely touched around his circumference. 


Bucky watched silently, leaning against the back of the couch as Peter dipped his head forward, 
parting his lips and sticking his tongue out. 


He gave Bucky a little kitten lick to the underside of his head, testing the waters before he took him 


between his lips. 


Bucky smirked as Peter suckled at his head, still getting a feel for it. His high school boyfriend had 
been just as sexually experienced as Peter was. Bucky reveled in taking Peter's first time blowing 
anyone. 


"Little deeper," Bucky encouraged. Peter glanced up at him before taking a little more of him in. 
Bucky didn't do patience in the bedroom. He didnt do soft and gentle. He liked it rough. Liked 
choking and hitting and railing. 


So after a few minutes of Peter suckling at him, Bucky sat up straighter and wound fingers into his 
hair. 


"Open your mouth." 


Peter did as he said, and Bucky shifted so he was sitting at the edge of the couch, shoving himself 
deeper into Peter's mouth. 


Peter recoiled -or tried to, Bucky wouldn't let him- when the head of his cock pressed into the back 
of his tongue. He gagged, but Bucky didn't let him go. 


"Relax your throat," Bucky ordered. "And don't bite me. You bite me and I'll spank you, 
understood?" 


Peter's eyes are already wet, his hands bracing on Bucky's thighs. Bucky can already see his lower 
lip glistening with spit as the boy nods, breath hitching. 


"Good boy." 


Bucky pulled Peter's hair, forcing the boy to take him in. Bucky hits the back of Peter's throat and 
pulls his head back again. 


The boy gags again, tears in his eyes spilling over onto his cheeks as he took a deep breath. He 
doesn't let Peter catch his breath, pulls the boy back onto his cock once, twice, before he feels the 
scrape of teeth. 


Bucky winces and yanks Peter off by his hair. The boy's drooping and crying, coughing and 
shaking. 


"I said no teeth," Bucky said. Peter let lout a little sob, one hand reaching up to grab at the wrist at 
his head, holding Bucky to keep him from yanking Peter around by his hair. 


"M'sor-sorr-ry," Peter gasped, sniveling. Bucky uses his metal finger to wipe at Peter's chin, tutting 
softly. 


He ran his spit slick finger over his bottom lip before pressing in. Peter opened his mouth with a 
shaky breath, taking Bucky"s finger in. 


"Are we going to continue?" Bucky asked, raising an eyebrow. He has half a mind to fuck his 
throat even if Peter says no, wanting to watch him cry and drool and choke on his cock. 


Peter's breathing is rapid, mouth parted to take Bucky's finger. He whimpers, shifting on his knees 
so his legs rest on either side of his hips before giving a small nod. 


"What a good boy," Bucky cooed, smirking down at him. He hooks his finger over his teeth and 


pulls Peter's mouth open. 


Peter's shaking a little, tear filled eyes looking up at him as Bucky guides his mouth back onto his 
cock. 


He keeps his finger hooked behind Peter's teeth, keeping his jaw open as he pulls Peter's face 
closer. 


The boy chokes, but Bucky doesn't give him much reprieve. He'll figure out how to breath at some 
point. So he pulls and pushes at Peter's head, fucking into the back of his throat. 


Spit and bile drool from Peter's chin and down Bucky's cock. He watches as Peter's eyelashes 
flutter, his eyes rolling up while he continues choking on the tip of Bucky's cock. 


He's barely got half his cock in there, so Bucky pulls Peter even closer, feels his head pop into 
Peter's throat and groans. He pulls back off, more bile and spit dribbling down Peter's chin, the boy 
sobbing around his cock. 


"Deep breath, baby," Bucky orders. He feels Peter take in a deep shaky breath before diving back 
into his throat. He holds Peter's against him, his nose pressing into Bucky's pubic hair, pink lips 
pulled tight around his cock and finger. 


"So good, taking my cock so well, baby," Bucky groans as Peter's throat works at trying to expell 
him. He keeps himself deep, rocking Peter's head back and forth, not giving Peter any room to 
breathe. 


Four thrusts and Bucky pulls back. Peter gasps and sobs, body wracked with tremors, eyes 
bloodshot and struggling to stay open. 


Bucky waits until Peter sucks in a breath after a particularly violent coughing fit and slides back 
down his throat. 


One, two, three thrusts and he pulls back enough for Peter to suck in another breath before driving 
back down. He groans, feeling his balls tighten. 


"God, baby, look at you," Bucky moaned, tipping his head back and rolling his hips forward while 
angling Peter's head with his hands. "I'm almost there." 


Peter manages to get out a desperate cry, hands gripping Bucky's thighs tightly. Another moment 
for Peter to breathe, and he's back in that tight sweet heat. 


His mouth squelches lewdly with spit and bile, the boy choking on his cock beautifully. 


Bucky pulls out with seconds to spare, holding Peter's mouth open with his metal hand while he 
strips his spit-slick cock with his other. 


Peter coughs and sobs, pushing at Bucky's finger with his tongue. Bucky cums with a grunt, 
painting Peter's tongue, chin and cheek. 


Once he's dry, Bucky let's Peter's teeth go, looking him over approvingly. He's wet all down his 
chin, neck and chest, and he smirks when he realizes that cute little cocklet is ragingly hard, curved 
towards his dirty, heaving stomach. 


Peter doesn't move from his spot on the ground, still trying to gather himself. 


"You did such a good job, baby," Bucky smiled, combing through his disheveled curls soothingly. 
"Lets go get you cleaned up." 


Bucky stands, hooking hid hands under Peter's arms and pulling him to his feet. Peter whimpered, 
clutching to Bucky as his legs shook. 


Bucky guided Peter to the bathroom and sat the boy on the toilet seat while he turned the shower 
on. He stripped his clothes and then got Peter under the spray. 


Cleaning was done with little words from Peter. He let Bucky shift and angle him, rub soap over 
his skin until he was clean, all the while praising Peter, telling him how good he was. 


After the shower, Bucky made Peter rinse his mouth out with mouth wash and bundled him in a 
thick towel. 


Peter leaned into him while Bucky rubbed his shoulders, nuzzling into Bucky's neck and sniffling. 
Bucky smirked and scooped the boy up, carrying him out of the bathroom and into the bedroom to 
tuck him into bed. 


"St-stay," Peter rasped, wincing at the pain in his throat as he clings to Bucky, eyes still wet. Bucky 
leaned forward, kissing Peter's lips softly before crawling into the bed behind him. 


He chuckled when Peter turned around and clung to him, hiding his face in Bucky's chest. Such a 
sweet little thing clinging to such a dangerous man. Bucky smirked into Peter's hair, listening to the 
boy settle and fall asleep. 


Chapter End Notes 


A nasty blow job for you all!! Next chapter will be the continuation (spanking!) 


Chapter 6 
Chapter Notes 
See the end of the chapter for notes 
Bucky doesn't mean to spend the night. He'd planned on staying until Peter had fallen asleep, but 


he must've dosed off, because when he woke up, it was morning and the birds were chirping at the 
window. 


He blinks the sleep from his eyes and shifts, stretching out his legs. Peter lets out a displeased 
breath and tightens his hold around Bucky's middle, digging his face into Bucky's neck. 


They're both still naked, skin sticking to each other uncomfortably. Bucky dislodges himself from 
Peter and climbs out of bed. He wasn't supposed to spend the night. He's got a lunch date to get 
ready for. 


He's just about to make his way to the door when Peter stirs, frowning as he blinks. 


"Buc-" his throat sounds absolutely wrecked as he sits up. Bucky smiles and makes his way over to 
Peter's side, sitting on the edge of the bed. 


"You leavin'?" Peter rasps, wincing at the pain in the back of his throat. 


"Yeah, got work," Bucky answered, running his fingers over the front of Peter's neck. "Hows your 
throat?" 


"Sore," Peter managed. Bucky smiled and leaned over to kiss him softly. 

"T'll be back later," Bucky promised. That got Peter's eyes widening, a grin pulling at his lips. 
"You will?" 

Bucky smirked and hummed, running his fingers through Peter's curls. 

"Of course," he said. "You bit me, last night." 


The reminder registered quickly. Peter frowned, then blinked, and then paled. Bucky laughed and 
kissed him again. 


"You think I forgot, sweetheart?" He asked, trailing soft fingers over Peter's neck. 


"I hoped-" Peter rasped. Bucky chuckled and shook his head before kissing Peter again and 
standing. 


"Get some sleep," he said, making his way out of the room and into the bathroom to pick up his 
clothes. 


He dresses and glances into the bedroom one last time before making it to the front door. Peter's 
back under the covers, still sore from the night before. It makes Bucky smirk as he exits the 
apartment, locking the door on the way. 


ok kK 


The diner in Brooklyn is one he's frequented since he was young and had enough money to pester 


the waitress into a slice of pie and a glass of Pepsi. 


Nothing has changed over the some odd years. The interior still looks like a bad fifties remodel, 
with red and white stripped booths and sticky plastic tables. 


The juke box on the wall by the bathroom doors hasn't worked since a couple rough boys slammed 
into it. The owners never got around to fixing it. Besides, there's no need after they installed 
overhead speakers. 


There's a bar the length of the wall when you first walk in, with red pleather stools held together 
with duct tape and prayers. 


Its a dive bar, a place people stop to nurse hangovers in the early mornings. A place for passers- 
through to stop and eat late at night. 


It was Bucky's favorite place growing up. His mom used to work here, wore the fifties waitress 
diner get-up and everything. 


When she was working, Bucky got free food. When Mrs. Rogers was working too. 


Rogers and Barnes had been family friends since well before Bucky had been born. Dating back to 
the actual fifties, when Bucky's however mamy great grandparents migrated from Romania. 


The Rogers family had been their neighbors, and it seemed the friendship they created lasted 
generations. 


Bucky smirked when Steve flopped into the booth beside him, taking in the diner with a fondness 
Bucky related to deeply. 


He'd let his facial hair grow out, Bucky noticed. His uniform is crisp and dark, looking extremely 
uncomfortable. 


"Hey," Steve grinned when his wandering eyes finally dropped to Bucky. They're blue as ice and 
filled with fondness. 


"Hey yourself. Its been a minute," Bucky said, tapping his metal fingers against the sticky plastic 
of the table. 


"Yeah," Steve agreed. "How's work been?" 


The two chat while they wait for the waitress to walk over and get their order. Bucky talks about 
his latest construction job -demolishing an abandoned elementary school to make room for a store- 
and how the butcher's shop is going. Steve knew the previous owner, and likes to know the 
business is still going strong. 


Steve talks about his own job, working at the 75th precinct, and how a couple of the other guys 
from his unit had gotten together for a cookout. 


"You should've come," Steve said. Bucky gave a smile. He'd gotten the text -all the texts- but had 
told Steve he was busy. 


"You know I don't do well around uniforms," Bucky shrugged. It was true. Even before Bucky'd 
started killing. After his stint in the army, he'd lost his ability to take orders from authority, and 
nothing screamed authority like uniforms. 


Steve sighs. Its an argument they've had many times. But it doesn't matter how many times Steve 
says they're not in uniform at the cookout, Bucky doesn't go. 


"Hows your girl?" Bucky asks, changing the subject to safer waters. 
Steve sighs again, this time in disdain and Bucky can't help but smirk. "Broke up?" 


Steve nodded. "She couldn't handle my job," Steve informs him with a shrug. "Kept trying to get 
me to do desk work or just quit completely and get a job at a plant or something. Even gave me an 
ultimatum." 


Bucky scoffed and rolled his eyes. Steve nodded. "She said her or my job-" 


"You two were only dating for six months, did she really think you'd choose her over a job you've 
had for ten years?" Bucky asked, incredulously. 


"She thought I'd pick her," Steve shrugs again. "Anyway, I chose my work -obviously- and told her 
if she really had a problem with it that she could find someone else." 


"And she did?" 


Steve shook his head. "No, she tried to make it work for about a week, but her trying to make it 
work was trying to convince me she knew best. So I threw her stuff out onto the porch and changed 
the locks." 


Bucky laughed, head thrown back. Steve snickered from across the table, shaking his head before 
sobering. 


"I couldn't see our relationship growing anyway," Steve said. "I couldn't see us being married or 
having kids, or even getting a house together. I think I just stuck it out because it was nice to get to 
come home to someone." 


Bucky nodded in understanding. "I get it," he said. "I'm sorry she wasn't right." 
Steve grinned in thanks. "So, what about you?" 

"What about me?" Bucky demanded, raising an eyebrow. 

"Come on, Buck," Steve huffed. "You know what. Are you seeing anyone?" 


"I'm seeing lots of people," Bucky shrugged, smirking. "You know I'm not built for the white 
pickett fence, love you forever shit." 


"I know that," Steve said. "But there's no one you're seeing with potential? No one you wouldn't 
mind inviting to your apartment?" 


Bucky scoffed. He'd never taken a fuck to his apartment. Not even the ones who stuck around. His 
longest relationship had been about three months, and he didn't even know Bucky's address. 


"No one fits the bill?" Steve smirks knowingly. Bucky sometimes hates how Steve seems to know 
Bucky's subconscious reasoning for the shit he does, when he himself doesn't quite understand. 


"No," he said, not wanting to start something he knows Steve would win. "I don't want to settle 
down, and apartment sharing is the first step to compromise. Then there's key swapping, and then 
their stuff starts to invade, and then its moving in and 'we might as well get married’. Not my 
thing." 


Steve laughs. "I don't know," he says, sounding wistful. "Sounds kind of nice. Growing with 
someone, creating a space together." 


"Nice for you," Bucky corrects. 


Their food arrives and they fall into easier conversation while they eat. Its easy, falling back into 
regular life with Steve. It doesn't matter how much time passes between visits, they always 
reconnect like no time passed at all. 


Steve has to leave a few hours later for his shift, and Bucky slaps down a few crisp twenties to 
cover their meal and tip before following him out. 


"You still got that bike?" Steve asked, leaning against the police cruiser with his arms crossed and a 
smile on his face. 


"Course," Bucky grinned. "I take her up north sometimes when I get a day off." 


"We should ride together sometime," Steve smiles. The two got their first bikes together at 
eighteen and had rode all the way to North Carolina after high school. 


It was the last thing they did together before Bucky went to basic -its why their mothers weren't too 
upset when they came back two weeks later having not told anyone where they were going. 


"T'll see you around," Bucky said, pulling Steve into a tight hug, clapping Steve's shoulder 
affectionately. 


"Be safe, okay?" Steve ordered, pulling back to grip Bucky's shoulder. He looks serious now, deep 
concern for Bucky showing through the slight downturn of his lips. "Its getting rough out there." 


"I'm fine," Bucky huffed, rolling his eyes. "I can handle myself." 


"I know you can," Steve said. "I'm just- be careful. Talk of the Queens Killer is picking up. 
Officers from other precincts are being brought over. Trying to up patrols. They're even talking 
about pushing for a curfew." 


Bucky puts on a smile and claps Steve's shoulder once. "I'll be careful," he promises. "Now get out 
of here before your captain throws a fit." 


Steve huffs a laugh but nods and gets into the cruiser. Bucky stands in the parking lot until Steve 
pulls into traffic, then climbs into his own car and heads for his apartment. 


Alpine is waiting for him, and he bends down to scoop her up into his arm, holding her to his chest 
as he makes his way through the apartment. 


Alpine purs loudly, bright blue eyes blinking up at him while she meows. 


"Tell me about it," Bucky says conversationally. Alpine reaches a pink toed paw up and bats softly 
at his cheek, meowing again. "Hungry?" 


That gets Alpine meowing louder, and she wiggles until Bucky let's her down. She runs for the 
kitchen and jumps onto the counter. 


Bucky rolls his eyes and smirks as he makes his way after her. "Its a wonder you're not fat." 


Alpine sits prettily on the counter, tail swishing back and forth while Bucky reaches for the opened 
can in the fridge. 


He sets her bowl on the counter and brushes the fur on her back with his fingers while she eats. 
Then he heads for the bathroom to shower. 


He's dressed within twenty minutes. He pets Alpine again before he leaves and takes the bike over 
to Peter's apartment. 


He knocks at Peter's door. He hears Peter inside, shuffling before footsteps pad across the living 
room. 


The door opens, the chain only giving Peter a couple inches. He looks up at Peter and smiles. 


"Gonna let me in, baby?" Bucky asks, smirking. Peter's smile falters and he narrows his eyes 
suddenly, making Bucky's smirk widen. 


"No, you're gonna spank me," he said, sounding like a petulant child. 
"Iam," Bucky agreed. "Now, let me in." 
Peter sucks his bottom lip into his mouth and shakes his head. "Not until you promise not to." 


Bucky raised an eyebrow. "This isn't up for negotiation, Peter," he says darkly, watching Peter 
shudder a little on the other side of the door. "Its just gonna be worse if I have to wait." 


He waits patiently for Peter to decide what he wants to do, but something must show on Bucky's 
face, because he takes a shaky breath before giving a small nod. "Okay." 


Bucky waits while Peter shuts the door. He hears the chain release and the door pulls open again. 
Bucky steps in before Peter can lose his nerve and shut it again. 


He notices Peter keeping his backside to the wall as he shuts the door again, hands moving behind 
him. 


"Are you thirsty?" Peter asked, edging towards the kitchen. Bucky knows he's trying to stall, trying 
to get Bucky's attention on something else. 


"No," Bucky smirked, watching as Peter moved, keeping himself pressed to the wall. "Come 
here." 


Peter froze, body growing rigid, eyes widening slightly. He shook his head, pressing further into 
the wall. 


"Peter," he warned. Peter's breathing picked up a little. 


"No, I don't want you to spank me," Peter said, shaking his head again. Bucky sighed, taking a step 
towards the boy. 


Peter pushes off the wall and sprints towards his bedroom. Bucky chuckles, chasing him and 
lifting him off the ground before he's made it through the door. 


"No! Bucky stop!" Peter shouted as Bucky held him by the waist. His legs hung a foot off the 
ground and he kicked a little, trying to get out of his hold. 


"I told you what would happen if you bit me," Bucky said, continuing into the bedroom and 
shutting the door. 


"Buck," Peter pleaded -and oh what a pretty sound that is. "Bucky, listen, listen, please-" 


"Not happening, baby." 


Peter shook in his hold as Bucky neared the bed, still trying to wiggle his way free. "Wait, wait, 
Bucky, I'm sorry!" 


Bucky sits down, manhandling Peter so he's straddling him. "I'm sorry," Peter repeated, tears 
welling in those pretty brown eyes. "I'm sorry, please, I'm sorry, I won't do it again." 


Bucky reached a hand up to brush a tear away, loving how sensitive Peter is, how anything brings 
the boy to tears like this. 


"I know you won't, baby," Bucky nods. Peter huffs a little breath, lower lip wobbling as he sits on 
Bucky. He leans forward and kisses Peter's lips. 


The boy leans into him, kissing him back with salty tears on his cheeks. Bucky gets his hands 
under the boy and stands up to deposit Peter onto the bed, crawling up him and pressing gentle 
kisses over Peter's face. 


His hands move to Peter's pants and hooks his fingers in. He drags them down his legs, licking into 
his mouth as he does. 


The little thing under him inhales shakily, lifting his hands to cup Bucky's jaw. When he's got 
Peter's pants down around his knees, he pulls back. 


"Roll over." 
Peter blinks, momentarily distracted from why Bucky was here. "Come on, baby." 


But Peter's eyes still well with tears. Bucky pats his hip, and the boy tensely does as he's told, 
holding his breath. 


"Good boy," Bucky smiles. Peter grabs a pillow and shoves it under his head, holding it tightly and 
burying his face. 


Bucky kneels with one knee between Peter's legs, pinning his pants down to keep the boy from 
kicking. 


Bucky takes a moment to look at Peter's ass, both globs small enough to fit in Bucky's hands. 


"Ten for biting," Bucky decides, watching as the muscles in Peter's shoulders tense from under his 
shirt. "And five for trying to get out of it." 


"What?" Peter yelps, lifting himself up, eyes wide. "No, Bucky, I-" 


"Do you want to make it twenty?" Bucky interrupts, stern. Peter falls back onto the pillow, 
shoulders up to his ears. He's trembling under Bucky, making the older smirk, running his hands 
over Peter's ass. 


"Jus-just don't use your metal hand," Peter pleads on a whimper, voice muffled in the pillow. 


Bucky leans forward and kisses Peter's shoulder through his shirt. "I won't," he promises. "I want 
you to count for me." 


Peter barely manages a nod, breath stuttering. Bucky leans back and raises his flesh hand before 
bringing it down on soft flesh. 


Peter yelps, and Bucky watches as that soft pale skin turns pink with Bucky's hand print. 


"Count," Bucky reminded the boy. Peter manages a shaky number through the pillow. Bucky hits 
him again in the same spot. This time, Peter holds in his shout, but it still comes out reedy. 


"Two." 


Again, again, again. Peter counts, crying into his pillow. Bucky swats his other cheek for the next 
five, leaving Peter's hyde properly red. 


Peter's hitched breaths and shaky exhales have his whole body trembling, little broken sobs falling 
from his parted lips. Bucky can see tears glistening against his pink face. 


"Last five," Bucky said. He slaps Peter's cheek, this one slightly harder than the last ten, and Peter 
just cries harder. 


"Eleven," he chokes out. It doesn't seem he can control how wrecked he sounds, inhaling loudly 
and sobbing on an exhale. Its music to Bucky's ears and he smacks him again. 


When he's finished, Bucky moves to Peter's side, pulling the sobbing boy into his lap while 
removing his pants and boxers completely, so he can get Peter's legs on either side of his waist. 


Peter goes willingly, wrapping his arms around Bucky's neck and hiding his face while he cries. 


"You did so well, baby," Bucky hums, running his fingers down Peter's spine soothingly. His 
crossed legs craddle Peter's ass, holding him close. 


"Such a good boy for me." 


Peter doesn't let go of Bucky, even after he calms down. Bucky smiles, his hands holding Peter's 
ass gently to keep him from rubbing against his jeans. The skin is hot to the touch, and he cooes 
softly at the boy, kissing at his shoulder while Peter sniffles into his neck. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter Notes 
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"You wouldn't happen to know anything about lye in body disposal, do you?" Peter asked from his 
desk, sounding hopeful as he glanced over at Bucky. 
Bucky glanced up from his book, cocking an eyebrow. Peter flushes adorably. 


"Jason has to get rid of a body, and I heard lye dissolves bodies," he said. "Do you think it'd be 
easier for him to just do the whole body, or cut it up and make body lye soup?" 


Bucky chuckles at the imaginative description, closing his finger in the book to keep his place. 
"I think it'd be easier to cut the body up," he said. "Smaller pieces will dissolve faster." 


"Thats smart,” Peter said, nodding as he turned back to his book. Bucky smirked before returning 
to his own. 


Its been a month since Bucky had first seen Peter in the bar, and he's pleased with the progress he's 
made with him. He has Peter eating out of his hand and begging for his cock. 


Its surprising how much a little thing like Peter can handle in the bedroom. Bucky's surprised he 
hasn't broken Peter with how hard he fucks into that tiny bird-like body. He's a resilient little thing, 
and Bucky vows to find his breaking point before he snuffs out his light. 


Bucky has started spending a couple days a week in Peter's apartment, building trust with the little 
thing. Its nice, though, Bucky thinks, flipping the page of his book. 


He likes the quiet of Peter's apartment. Its a different quiet to his own. More serene. Homey. 


Bucky notices movement out of the corner of his eye, but he doesn't look up. He keeps his face flat, 
pretending to read as he catches Peter slinking towards him. 


He watches the boy bend his knees, ready to jump on him, and Bucky waits until he does before 
jumping into motion. 


He lets out a shout, grabbing Peter out of the air and flipping them so Peter's pressed into the sofa. 


Peter squeals, panting with wide eyes. "You can't sneak up on me, baby," Bucky smirked. Peter 
pouted, disappointed. 


"I'm gonna," he promised. Bucky smirked and leaned down to kiss him. Peter smiled into the kiss, 
holding Bucky's jaw in his little hands. 


He pulls back, yanking Peter with him until Peter's straddling his lap, the boy grinning before 
diving back down to kiss him hard. Bucky loves how little Peter is. How it takes barely anything to 
get the boy where Bucky wants him. 


"I wanna try something new," Bucky said, breaking the kiss. Peter tilts his head to the side in 
question, and Bucky grins. "We're gonna need lube." 


Peter huffs and climbs off him. "I'll get it." Bucky pinches his ass as he turns, laughing when Peter 


yelps and jumps away. He turns back to glare at him -looking as ferocious as a puppy. 


While Peter's gone, Bucky stands and strips, leaving his clothes on the ground by his feet. Hes 
sitting when Peter returns, and the boy makes a noise at the sight. 


"God, you're pretty," Peter sighed, making his way over. "I wish I looked half as good as you." 
Bucky smirked, snatching the lube out of Peter's hand and then tugging at Peter's sweat pants. 


"Beauty is subjective, baby," Bucky informed, freeing Peter from his pants and boxers before 
tugging him to straddle him. 


Peter follows Bucky's hands easily and pulls his shirt up over his head. Its barely passed those curls 
before Bucky has his mouth on a pretty pink nipple, licking it before sucking it into a tight bud. 


"Whats-" Peter gasped, tipping his chin up. "Whats the new part?" 


Bucky pulled off with a wet smack, grinning at Peter before clicking open the lube. "You're gonna 
be on top." 


He watched Peter's face scrunch in confusion before looking down at their cocks, cradled between 
them. "You mean, you want me to fuck you?" 


Bucky laughed at the slight incredulous look on his face. "No, Peter. I mean you're gonna ride my 
cock like this. With you in my lap." 


The resignation seeped from his features, giving way to a blush as he looks up at Bucky. 


"Fingers," Bucky hummed. Peter lifted his hand, and Bucky squinted some lube onto his first three 
fingers. "Start working yourself open." 


Bucky's never stretched Peter. He doesn't particularly want to. He likes watching Peter do that 
himself. Likes how he's prepping himself for Bucky's dick, hips rolling on his fingers. 


Bucky watches sometimes. Other times, he has Peter stretch himself in the shower. 


Bucky squirts lube onto his own hand before stroking his cock, watching as Peter reaches behind 
him and starts working his fingers in. He bites his lip, eyes closed, giving Bucky freedom to look 
his fill. 


Peter's cute little cocklet bounces softly as Peter moves his hips in tandem with his fingers, hard 
and smooth and adorably pink at the tip. 


He's got a cock made for porn, and the little thing doesn't even know it. The soft curve towards his 
stomach is mouth watering -though Peter's told him on multiple occasions he wishes it were 
straight like Bucky's. That it was bigger. 


"How many fingers you have in there?" Bucky asked, watching as Peter's stomach trembles. 


"Three," Peter whimpers. Bucky smiles and reached for his hips. Peter pulls his hand free, reaching 
for the back of the couch on either side of Bucky's head as Bucky moves him over his cock. 


"Sink down," Bucky orders, using a hand to hold the base of his cock. Peter does as he's told, 
slowly sinking until the tip of Bucky's cock brushes against his hole. 


It slips in with a satisfied pop and Peter whimpers, stilling a moment before taking a breath and 


sinking deeper. 


Soon he's flushed against Bucky, impaled on his cock and breathing fast. Bucky leans up and 
kisses at his throat. 


"Start bouncing," he says between kisses. Peter shifts his legs and gets a better grip of the couch 
before lifting himself up. He drops, then lifts up again. 


Bucky grips Peter's hips, guiding him so his cock doesn't slip out, and after a moment, the boy gets 
a rhythm going. 


"Tell me when you're about to cum," Bucky demanded. Peter just nods on a moan, thigh muscles 
flexing as he fucks himself on Bucky's dick. 


He knows Peter won't last long in this position. Soon his legs will grow tired and he won't be able 
to lift himself anymore. Bucky smirks at the thought of a peter wearing himself out before he gets 
to cum. 


And thats exactly what happens. Peter's legs shake with exertion, his skin glistening with sweat and 
breathing labored. 


"I-I can't," Peter gasped, falling onto Bucky's cock. Bucky chuckles and turns, forcing Peter back 
onto the couch and kneeling above him, still impaling the boy. 


"It'll get easier with practice, baby," Bucky promises, rolling his hips forward. Peter keens, back 
arching as Bucky hits his prostate. He hits it again and again, reaching a hand between them and 
grabbing Peter's cock. 


He strokes and fucks lewd moans and whimpers from the boy, watching as Peter's head tips back, 
his shoulders digging into the couch cushions, tears welling in those pretty brown eyes. 


"Buck- Bucky I'm gonna cum-" Peter gasps, body winding tight. Bucky fists Peter's cock under the 
head and pulls out almost all the way, staving off the orgasm Peter had sucked in a shaky breath 
for. 


The boy's body settles against the couch again, his eyes blinking open and his lips parting. "What-" 


Bucky leans forward and kisses him quiet. "Not yet," he says, making Peter whimper as he rocks 
back into the boy. 


"Tell me when you're close." 
Peter falls back into the motions soon enough, moaning and whimpering and arching into Bucky. 


"I'm-" is all Peter can manage, but its enough. Bucky repeats the process, pinching at the underside 
of Peter's cock and pulling most of the way out of his hold. 


"Bucky," he whines. "Please." 


"Soon, baby," Bucky chuckled. And again, and again, he forced Peter's orgasm to stop before its 
really started. 


By the fifth time, Peter's sobbing and begging. He doesn't tell Bucky when he's close, but the poor 
thing's body betrays him every time. 


"No!" Peter wails when he's cut off for a sixth time. He throws his head back, body sweaty and 


trembling. "Please, Bucky, I need- I need to cum, let me cum." 


Bucky only smirks, kissing at his soft lips before pressing into him, rocking back and forth with a 
roughness that has Peter shouting loud. This time, Bucky keeps his grip on Peter's cock, fucking 
into him while staving the boy's release. 


"Buck- Buck! I- I please! Please let- let me cum, please-" 


Bucky ignores his wails, pinching his cocklet until the head turns purple as he rams into his 
prostate. 


Bucky feels his balls tightening and he grunts, pistons his hips and tightening his hold around 
Peter's cock. Peter sobs openly, his hands trying desperately to get Bucky to release him. 


He whimpers when Bucky cums, filling his hole with his seed, rolling his hips until cum begins to 
seep out around his softening cock. 


"Look at you," Bucky ground out. "Your little cocklet straining so prettily." 


"Ple-please," Peter sobbed, breath hitching as Bucky pulled out. "Please, I need- I need- it hur-hurt, 
Bucky, please." 


Bucky let go of Peter's cock and stands up. Peter lets out a desperate sob, hands moving to his dick 
for relief. 


"If you cum before I say you can, I'll tan your hyde," Bucky threatened darkly. Peter's shaky hands 
pull away from himself and Bucky smirks. 


"Come here," he orders. "On your knees." 


Peter does as he's told, legs wobbling under him and cock leaking and angry red. He falls to his 
knees in front of Bucky, grabbing his thighs and resting his head against his hip, sobbing and 


begging. 
"Suck me clean." 


Peter lifts his head, red rimmed eyes peering up at him before he leans forward and takes Bucky's 
soft cock in his mouth. 


Bucky hums, resting a hand on Peter's curls. He's messy, fumbling his tongue and drooling, 
sniffling. It gets Bucky's cock twitching, and Peter reaches a hand up to hold him at the base, 
hollowness his cheeks. 


"I want you to hold yourself," Bucky breathes. "Right where I did." 


Peter does with his free hand, more cum drooling from the tip, connecting him to the puddle 
forming on the ground under him by a sticky string. Bucky groans at the sight, fingers fisting into 
Peter's hair. 


"Squeeze yourself," Bucky ordered. "Tightly. Don't let yourself cum, understood?" 


Peter blinks wet eyes up at him, eyebrows pulled together as he nods and whimpers around Bucky's 
cock. 


The little thing cries almost any time Bucky shoves a cock into him. So sensitive. 


Bucky cums without warning, the grip in Peter's hair forcing the boy to take it all. 
Peter choked, rivulets of spit and cum falling to his chin from the corners of his open mouth. 


Bucky looks down at Peter's neglected cock, smirk widening when he sees how absolutely swollen 
the head is, how tight Peter has himself. The skin is red and purple and looks painful. 


Bucky pulls out of Peter's mouth and the boy returns his head to Bucky's thigh, breath hitching. 
"Such a good boy," Bucky hummed, petting the back of Peter's neck. "Do you want to cum, baby?" 
Peter nodded desperately. "Ple-please, lemme cum, Bucky." His voice is so brittle, so pleading. 


Bucky smiles and crouches in front of him, forcing Peter to sit up before brushing his hand from 
his cock. 


Peter's breath hitched when Bucky's flesh hand brushed against the base of his cock, feather-light. 


He was sure the boy was overwhelmed, cocklet sensitive. Peter shudders and drops his head on 
Bucky's shoulder. 


Bucky keeps his touch light as he runs fingers up the boy's shaft, circling the angry looking tip. 


"Please, Buck," Peter whined. Bucky hummed, pressing a kiss to his bare shoulder before rolling 
his palm over the tip of Peter's cock. 


That's all it takes. Peter cums hard and loud, body tensing and shaking against him. Bucky 
continues his touch through the orgasm, soothing the angry color until it starts to return to its 
normal pink color. 


Peter sobs against him at the relief, trembling arms wrapping around his shoulder. Bucky curls his 
arms under Peter's thighs, lifting him off the ground before standing. 


He kicks Peter's shirt onto the pile of cum on the hardwood before walking Peter to the bathroom. 
"Lets clean you up, pretty boy.” 


Peter sniffles against his neck, holding Bucky like a child would. The shower turns on and Bucky 
waits only a moment for the water to heat up before setting Peter down inside. 


He steps in after, pulling the curtain shut and crowding the boy under the spray. 


Bucky takes extra care to wash Peter's soft skin, using the lavender soap and a loofah to scrub 
away at the sweat and cum and spit. He scratches at Peter's scalp with shampoo, smiling a little 
when Peter's eyes flutter shut and he leans into the feeling. 


Peter rinses himself off before grabbing the loofah and adding soap to it. "Your turn," he says, 
water clumping his eyelashes together. 


Bucky raises an eyebrow with a smirk as the little thing steps close and begins to wash his chest. 


Bucky watches silently as Peter works the suds over his stomach, up his sides, cleaning both metal 
and flesh arms before gently pushing at Bucky to turn around. Bucky complies, feeling the loofah 
return to his shoulders, down his spine to his ass. 


Peter gives his ass a squeeze and Bucky swats his hand away before turning around to the sound of 


his giggling. 
Bucky leaned down and kissed him, smiling a little. 
Peter washed his hair, being gentle and staring up at Bucky with wide brown eyes. 


When they finished, Bucky wrapped them up in towels and the two headed across the hall to 
Peter's bedroom. 


"Can you stay?" Peter asked, looking up at Bucky. His towel was over his shoulders, held together 
over his chest with both hands, hair dripping. 


Bucky hummed in thought, pulling Peter into his bare chest and rubbing at his arms to help dry 
him off. 


"I could be persuaded," he mused. Peter smiled up at him and got to his tip toes to kiss his jaw. 
"T'll make breakfast?" 


Bucky leaned down and kissed him back. "Sounds wonderful, baby." 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter 8 


Chapter Notes 
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Bucky finds it therapeutic in a twisted sort of way. After the day before, he's needed to reset. He 


hadn't meant to be so domestic with Peter. The shower had been one thing, but then spending the 
night and having breakfast? 


It wasn't what Bucky had planned. He hadnt prepared for it. 


The man hanging from the rafters stopped screaming long ago, but that doesn't matter. He doesn't 
think about the fact that he's using a method Peter had written for his book. 


He was curious, he'll admit. Peter had his character -Jason something-or-other- bleed out his 
victim, and he wanted to know if it worked as well as Peter had written it. 


So, after a few days away from the boy, Bucky finds an unsuspecting college student and offers 
him a good time. 


Now, Bucky sits on an old milk crate, elbows on his knees. 
The girl is pale, skin sickly, and a puddle of blood expanding on the ground below. 


It had been difficult to drill through his heels -especially with how much the man struggled and 
screamed- but once he had, it was a piece of cake to hoist him up until he was hanging. 


Bucky got lost in watching the blood drain through the holes in his heels. It takes ten minutes for 
the dribble of blood to taper off, and when it does, Bucky gets to work. 


He drops the body, walking over to his bag and pulling out the bone saw and gloves. 


He makes easy work of sawing through joints with a bone saw he borrowed from work. He admits, 
this process is much easier without the blood. 


Once the body is in smaller pieces, Bucky pulls out the industrial black trash bags. This body will 
have to be buried, Bucky knows. 


It takes him some time to get everything in the bags, and he takes some time to make sure nothing 
is left behind before taking the bags to the car. 


He's just outside of Queens, and he continues to drive North east. He takes I-95 up into 
Connecticut. Just until he's across state lines. 


He pulls off the highway at the first rest area, careful to miss the cameras. Most rwst stops -if they 
even have cameras- have them facing the first row of parking spots and the building itself. 


Disposal is quick. He didnt bring a shovel, so he dumps the bags into the dumpster near the back 
of the lot and speeds off. 


With any luck, the body won't be found. It'll be picked up some time tomorrow, and by the time it 
gets to the dumping grounds, the body will be untraceable. 


With that, Bucky drives back to New York, careful to take back roads when he can, and hopping on 


the I-95 when he can't. 
He's meeting with Peter tomorrow -the boy so eagerly texted him, asking him to come over. 


For the most part, their relationship had been strictly sexual -with the odd space sharing when 
Peter's working on his book- but Bucky's not sure now. 


The dynamic seems to have shifted after the shower and the morning after. Bucky doesn't think it'll 
impede anything -if anything, it'll make it worse for Peter when Bucky finally acts. But it sets 
Bucky on edge. 


He doesn't know why. He's done this before, and was able to keep a distance, but, Peter. Peter has a 
way of wiggling into Bucky's thoughts when he doesn't want him there. 


He's always been able to separate a kill from his every day life. But its getting difficult with Peter. 


Bucky tightens his hands on the steering wheel, clenching his jaw. He needs to step back, 
reevaluate and get his head back in the game. 


ook 
"Whats all this?" Peter asked, seeing ropes and reusable bed pads in Bucky's hands. 


He smirks down at Peter, stepping into the apartment. "We're gonna try something," he said. Peter 
frowned and shut the door behind him, following curiously as Bucky headed for the bedroom. 


"What are we gonna try?" He asked. "It looks like a murder kit." 


Bucky laughed, setting the pads and rope on the bedside table. "Theres no duct tape," he said, 
glancing at Peter with a smirk. "And I'd use plastic, not pee pads." 


Peter crossed his arms, looking like a petulant child even as a smile threatened to break his face. 
"And why the pee pads?" 


Bucky shoved at the blankets and sheets, getting them out of the way before unfolding the pads. 
He'd gotten two of the four by four pads, and he lays them out on the bed. 


"Easy clean up." 


"Is it gonna be messy?" Peter asked. Bucky smiled in answer, and Peter looked a little hesitant. "Is 
it gonna hurt?" 


"No," Bucky promised. He reaches a hand out for the boy, who hesitates only a second before 
walking over. He smiles. 


"Do you trust me?" He asked, holding Peter's tiny hand in his metal one. 

Peter nods. "Yeah." 

"Good," Bucky smiled, kissing his lips. "Now, get naked for me." 

Peter is soon naked and eyeing the pads warily. "Buck," Peter sighed. "What are we doing?" 


"Shibari,"” Bucky answered, setting a bottle of lube on the night stand beside the rope. 


"Like, tying me to the bed posts?" Peter asked, frowning. 


"No," he hummed, letting his eyes take in Peter in all his naked glory. "Shibari is more decorative. 
Restraining you in a pose I choose. Like ribbon on a present." 


Peter's cheeks pinken and Bucky pulls him close and kisses him before guiding him to sit on the 
bed. 


"Sit pretty for me, baby," Bucky hummed. He watched as Peter rearranges himself, tucking his 

legs under himself, heels pressing into his cheeks. Bucky smiled. Easier than teaching a dog, he 
thinks. It didn't take long for Peter to catch on to the command, his cocklet craddled in the valley of 
his thighs. 


He starts with binding his legs, one at a time, keeping them bent and checking the tightness with 
every knot. 


Bucky winds the rope up Peter's torso, knotting it up the middle of his stomach from the sparse 
patch of pubic hair, bringing the rope up to his armpits. 


"What if I have to go to the bathroom?" Peter asked. Bucky begins to gently pull his arms in front 
of him. 


Bucky hums thoughtfully, winding the rope around his upper arms, placing a knot in the middle 
before circling his arms just a little lower. 


"We'll worry about that when it happens," he hummed. Peter nodded a little, chewing on his lip. 
He helps Peter down onto his back. The boy shifts, testing the security of the ropes. 


On his back, the ropes have his bound legs splaying wide on either side of his hips, exposing that 
cute little cocklet and his fluttery pink hole. 


With the boy bound so beautifully, Bucky kneels down near his exposed groin, grabbing the bottle 
of lube from the bedside drawer. 


"What're you gonna do?" Peter asked, wiggling a little. Bucky smiled and tipped the bottle. 


"Oh-oh! Bucky thats cold!" Peter yelps, making Bucky laugh as he squirts lube straight onto Peter's 
exposed hole. 


Bucky runs two fingers over Peter's ass, collecting the lube that drools towards his tailbone, 
pushing it back up to his hole before pushing them both in. 


Peter's breath hitches, body tensing around the ropes holding him in place. Bucky pushes in to the 
second knuckle, smirking as Peter's hole stretches around him, lube making the intrusion smooth. 


"There you go," Bucky praised, pushing his fingers in deeper. Peter keens and whimpers, tries to 
move his arms only to be impeded by the ropes. He clenched his hands down by his cocklet, 
panting and arching into Bucky's fingers as best he can. 


"You look so pretty tied up like this," Bucky says, thrusting his fingers in and out of the boy. "I 
should leave you like this. Keep you tied to the bed so I can fuck you whenever I want." 


Peter whimpers at that, body trembling. "Buck," he begs. 


"Would you like that, baby?" Bucky smirks, adding a third finger and watching Peter's eyes 


squeeze shut, his hole stretching beautifully around him. "You want me to keep you bundled and 
exposed for me? Want me to use you to warm my cock?" 


Peter feels like heaven inside there. Warm and wet and clenching so deliciously on his fingers. He's 
a little upset at himself that he hadn't done this earlier. 


It takes a little wiggling before Bucky's fingers brush against Peter's prostate and the boy strains 
against the rope, gasping. 


He smirks and pets the spot every time he pushes in again. Three times and Peter cums, painting 
his stomach white. 


"Good boy," Bucky praised. Peter's cheeks grow pink and he struggles to even his breathing again. 
Bucky continues to thrust his fingers in and out of Peter's softening hole. 


Peter whimpers at the sensation. "Please, Bucky," he whines, arching his back, trying to stretch out 
his legs. 


"Not yet," Bucky said. "I wanna see how many times you can cum before you're dry." 


Peter's eyes widen and he whimpers. Bucky adds a fourth finger and Peter moans loudly at the 
stretch. 


He gets another orgasm out of the boy before he finally sticks his cock in, adding more lube. 


By this point, Peter's already pretty sensitive, but Bucky pays his begging no mind. He fucks into 
the boy, chasing his own orgasm as he hits Peter's prostate with every thrust. 


He gets one more orgasm out of Peter seconds before he cums deep inside the boy. He's already 
crying, and Bucky pulls out, wiping at the tears trying to disappear into Peter's hair. 


"Please, Bucky, I don't think I can do this," he cries. He's not full on sobbing yet, but the little 
sniffles and the watery eyes are proof that the boy is overwhelmed. 


"You can," Bucky nodded, pressing a kiss to soft lips. "You've only reached three. I want to shoot 
for five, okay, baby?" 


But Peter shakes his head, straining in his bindings. "I can't, I can't, its not- its not gonna get up 
anymore." 


Bucky smirks and kisses Peter again before lowering himself so his mouth is hovering over Peter's 
cocklet. 


"I like a challenge," he hums. Peter's breath hitches when Bucky takes him into his mouth. He 
tastes salty and bitter from cum, and he's soft, but Bucky's not deterred. 


This is a night of firsts, Bucky muses, swirling his tongue around the head of Peter's dick before 
hollowing his cheeks and sucking. First time fingering the boy, and first time performing oral sex 
on him. Peter should feel lucky. 


Peter shouts, back arching, more tears in his eyes. "Buck- Buck I can't! I can't please!" 


But he's already firming up in Bucky's mouth. Bucky doubles his efforts, lowering his head until 
his nose is buried in Peter's thin patch of pubic hair. 


Even taking him all in, the boy barely reaches his tonsils. Bucky hums, which sends Peter into a 


frenzy of cries and begging, head shaking and hands fisting in desperation. 


He cums quickly enough. Theres not much, but Bucky wants him dry. And lucky for both of them, 
Bucky's nearly ready to pound one out. 


"You're doing so well, baby," Bucky smirked, watching as cum dries on Peter's tummy. Hes 
sweating and shaking a little. Bucky checks the ropes, making sure nothing is pinching the boy 
before leaning forward. 


"Please, Bucky, no more," Peter begged, shaking his head, peering up with desperate Bambi brown 
eyes. 


"Just a little longer," Bucky promised. "I want to know how many times it takes before you're 
empty." 


"M'empty now," Peter cried, pinching his eyes shut and trying desperately to get free from the 
ropes. "I can't-" 


Bucky rolls his hips forward, cutting Peter off as he slides into his loose, wet hole. He keens, 
gasping. 


Bucky angles himself so he hits Peter's prostate head on every thrust, watching the boy fall apart 
under him. He grabs Peter's spent cock in hand, using his own cum as lube as he pumps him. 


It takes a little more work to pull the fifth orgasm from Peter, and he cums only half hard, body 
shaking with the waves of his orgasm, sobbing loudly now. 


Bucky leans forward, cradling Peter and hushing him, petting at his sweat damp hair and kissing at 
his cheeks as Peter's body convulsed under him. 


"Such a good boy," Bucky murmured, still buried hard inside Peter. "You're almost there. I think 
one more and you'll be empty." 


Peter gasps wetly, shaking his head. "No," he whines, but Bucky's already leaning up and rolling 
his hips forward. 


Six is the magic number, the two find out. Peter cums dry, cock spent and body trembling. Hes so 
exhausted, the boy can barely make more than a whimper. 


He practically melts into the bed. Bucky smiles softly at the boy, eyelids drooping and lips parted. 


"You did so good, baby," Bucky murmured, catching the left over tears from Peter's cheeks before 
kissing him softly. 


He begins to untie the boy, starting at the wrists and working his way up to his shoulders. 


Peter's eyes are shut, and Bucky can tell by his nearly even breathing that he's close to falling 
asleep. 


Bucky let's him rest, finishing the arms before working on his torso. Its a testament to how tired the 
boy actually is when he barely stirs while Bucky pulls the rope out from under him. 


Cum is dried on his stomach, dropping down his sides and soaking into the pads. Bucky's own 
cum is leaking out of Peter's red puffy hole, and Bucky can't help but pause in his unbinding to 
press a finger in. 


That gets Peter to react. He whimpers, hips rolling. Bucky hushes him and pulls at his rim. It opens 
and more cum drools from him, over Bucky's finger and down towards his tailbone, joining the 
pile soaking into the bad. 


"Buck," Peter whines, shifting again. Bucky hums and pulls his finger out. Peter relaxes once again 
and Bucky continues to untie him. 


He whimpers when his legs are free, joints stiff from the forced position, but Bucky helps stretch 
them out until they're laying straight. Then he gets up and heads for the bathroom. 


He starts the water and plugs the drain. He tests the water and sits on the edge while the tub fills. 


When its high enough, Bucky returns to the bedroom. Peter hasn't moved at all. Bucky slowly curls 
his arms under the boy, waking him up as he's lifted off the bed. 


"Hmm," is all he can manage, eyes still closed and body limp in Bucky's hold. 


He takes Peter to the bathroom and steps into the tub. Its a little difficult to sit and keep Peter from 
hitting the wall, but he manages -no help from the boy. 


He rests Peter against his chest, sat between his legs. The water feels nice and warm, and Peter 
seems to sink even more against Bucky. 


"You asleep?" Bucky asks, running soft hands up and down Peter's sides. 


Peter hums and manages a quiet "yes." Bucky smiles and kisses his neck, peppering more down to 
his shoulder. 


"I'm so proud of you baby," he whispers, and smiles a little wider when Peter sighs and turns his 
head towards him. Bucky pulls his head back enough to look at him. 


Peter's eyes are blinking slowly, still half lidded and dazed in the familiar way they always are 
after a good fucking. 


"I think you broke my penis," Peter muttered, managing to pout. Bucky chuckles and kisses the 
protruding lip. 


"Want me to check?" 


His hand moves lower and Peter snaps awake enough to grab at his wrist, stopping Bucky with a 
desperate whimper. "No," he exclaims, tugging Bucky's hand up to his chest and holding it there. 


Bucky just grins and kisses Peter again, settling in the tub. 


Chapter End Notes 


So I actually read this awesome book called the Bride Collector, where the serial killer 
drilled holes in girls' heels and hung them up to drain them of blood before dressing 
them in wedding dresses. It was a great book, and I decided to take a little from it, 
because I couldn't think of anything for Bucky to do! 


Also, Bucky's getting so soft with Peter 


You guys are great with the whole murder husbands headcanons, or cop Peter. Sadly 
thats not where this story is going BUT I absolutely love reading what you guys think 
will happen. So far nobody has guessed what I have planned yet! 


Chapter 9 


Chapter Notes 
See the end of the chapter for notes 
Its close to eleven o'clock, and Bucky's just slipping into bed when his phone starts to ring. He 


contemplates ignoring it, but as he rolls over to do just that, his eyes land on the name flashing 
across the screen. 


He groans and snatches his phone up, answering with a gruff, "d'you know how fuckin’ late it is?" 


"Yeah," Steve huffs, sounding amused. "I got someone here at the station. Peter Parker? Barton 
found him near Flushing." 


"Peter?" Bucky asked, sitting up in bed and frowning. Peter. At the station. Bucky couldn't picture 
it. "How do you know I know Peter?" 


"He told us," Steve said. "When we asked if there was someone who could pick him up he said 
you." 


"T'll be right there," Bucky huffed, already stepping into his joggers and throwing on a tshirt. He 
hangs up and grabs his keys. 


He's fairly familiar with how to get to the 75th precinct from his apartment, and by the time he gets 
there, he's already gone through a few scenarios as to why Peter was out. He's usually so good 
about the state wide curfew -especially since he doesn't have a car. 


He steps inside and is greeted by an officer at the front desk. He nods at the man, who looks ready 
to fall asleep and heads into the bull pen. 


He spots Steve and Peter immediately, and Peter spots him too. His eyes widen and he smiles big 
and exclaims "Bucky!" 


Ah, he's drunk. Bucky walks over and gets an armful of the boy when Peter throws himself onto 
him. Steve looks amused, leaning against the desk. 


"You're drunk," Bucky frowned down at the boy. He's practically the only thing keeping Peter 
from dropping to the ground, and the boy giggles into his chest, wrapping arms around his neck. 


"Its my birthday," he hums. Bucky cocks an eyebrow and glances up at Steve. He remembered 
Peter mentioning his birthday was this week and that his friends were visiting from another state. 


"Thanks for calling,” he said. Steve nodded, still looking amused. 


"Make sure he drinks water," he smiles. "From what he's said already, him and his friends went bar 
hopping." 


Bucky huffed, glancing down at Peter. The boy blushed and grinned. "Only three bars," he said, 
slurring slightly. "Its tragis-tradit-tradition." 


Right. Twenty-one. Bucky hoists the boy up, making him giggle. 


"T'll see ya," Bucky says to Steve before heading for the door. 


"Bye Mr. Rogers!" Peter calls. "Tell Mr. Stark I said bye too!" 
"Will do, kid," comes Steve's laugh. 
"Its so cool you're friends with Mr. Rogers. I watched that show all the time." 


The last part is said quieter, only for Bucky. He rolls his eyes and helfs Peter up higher until the 
boy is half draped over his shoulder. 


"You should give me birthday sex," Peter orders when they make it to the car. "Like, all the sex. 
So much of it." 


"Oh yeah?" Bucky hums, setting Peter down on his feet and keeping a hand on him to keep him 
from falling over. 


Peter nods, serious eyebrows and all. "Yeah," he says. Bucky guides him into the passenger seat. "I 
love your cock. Want it all the time." 


That gets Bucky laughing, and he buckles Peter in before kissing him. "We'll see." 
He shuts Peter into the car and rounds the hood, slipping behind the wheel. 


Peter continues babbling drunkenly as Bucky drives. Its late, so traffic is slightly less than normal, 
so he makes it back to his apartment in record time. 


"Where are we?" Peter asked when Bucky pulls him from the car. 
"My apartment," Bucky answers, keeping a guiding hand on Peter as they head for the elevator. 


"Ooh," Peter grinned, wiggling his eyebrows in what he probably thinks is suggestive. "I finally 
get to see your house." 


There's more giggling and stumbling as they walk down the hallway to Bucky's apartment, and he 
kicks the door open in order to grab Peter with both hands when the kid starts to slide down the 
wall. 


"You're real strong," Peter giggles. "And big. Giganticus. Your muscles have muscles." 

Bucky gets the door shut, huffing. "I'm not that big," he says. "You're just small." 

Peter frowns, pouting his lower lip as he looks down at himself. "I look like a twelve year old." 
Bucky laughs, kicking off his shoes. "Shoes off, baby." 


Bucky watches, amused, as Peter struggles to unlace his shoes while trying to remain upright. He 
leans his shoulder against the wall, and once both laces are loose, he kicks them off and stumbles. 


"Whoa," he grunts. Bucky rights him and leads him down the hall to the bedroom. 


"You have a cat!" Peter exclaims when he hears Alpine meowing. He drops to the floor the instant 
he sees her and begins to coo at her, scratching under her chin and up her back. 


"Such a pretty kitty," he hums. Bucky smirks a little and squats down beside him, using a finger to 
lift Peter's chin so the boy looks up at him. 


"Wanna get in bed?" 


"Are we gonna have sex?" Peter asked, grinning up at him. Bucky huffs and nods. "Then yes!" 


Undressing is a bit of a challenge, but with help, Peter manages. And he's eagerly hard as he 
stumbles into Bucky's chest, bouncing up onto his tip toes and demanding a kiss. 


Bucky gives it to him, grabbing the back of his thighs and lifting Peter onto his hips. 


He continues to kiss Peter, smirking at how sloppy his kisses are. Peter doesn't really deepen the 
kiss, just holds his face and plants kiss after chaste kiss to his lips, each time pulling back enough 
for their lips to smack. 


It's oddly endearing. 


Bucky makes quick work in depositing Peter onto the bed, reaching into his night stand drawer for 
the bottle of lube and then climbing on after the boy. 


"[ have a request," Peter hums, the alcohol both slurring his words and making him very confident. 


"Oh yeah?" Bucky challenges, already lubing his cock. Peter nods, shuddering when Bucky's 
fingers slip into his heat without warning. 


"Ye-yeah," Peter moans, back arching. "Since its my birthday, I think I should be in charge." 


"Is that so?" Bucky grins, fingering the boy open. The alcohol in his system makes him far more 
pliant -he opens easily around Bucky's digits. 


"Mm-hmm," Peter sighed, eyes fluttering closed. 

"And what do you have in mind, baby?" 

He hooks his fingers and Peter's breath hitches. 

"Slow," Peter manages to say. "I want you to- to fuck me slow." 


That gets Bucky to stop. He looks down at Peter with a slight frown, but the boy just nods his 
head. 


"Please," he whimpers. "I want it. Want you to- to be gentle and soft. Just this once." 


Bucky takes a moment, but he's already made his mind up even before Peter finished. He nods, 
leans down and kisses Peter, pulling his fingers free and replacing them with his cock. 


Peter mewls, shoulders dipping into the mattress. He lifts his legs up, so his knees sandwich 
Bucky's ribs, the new position angling Peter's ass up so Bucky can drive in deeper. 


He keeps his thrusts soft and fluid, dropping to his elbows and bringing the two of them closer. 
Peter lets out a punched out breath against his ear, body curled under him, making Bucky feel 
much larger than he is. 


Peter's arms come up under Bucky's, palms pressing into Bucky's ribs, just below his shoulder 
blades. 


"S'good," Peter breathed, voice sounding reedy and breathless. Bucky can't help but shiver at it, a 
tingle running down his spine. He rolls his hips forward again, bringing his knees up so he's 
cradling Peter's ass between his thighs. 


He's never fucked anyone in such a position -with the two cuddling together in an almost fetal 
position. 


As his hips roll forward, it pushes at Peter. Theres no sound of skin slapping -they're too close to 
really pull away from one another. 


Bucky lowers his head, pressing an experimental kiss to Peter's neck. Peter gives a small moan, 
light and airy, and Bucky chases that sound with more soft touches of his lips to Peter's skin. 


"Bucky," Peter whimpers, arching his back so his chest is pressing into Bucky's. 


"Hmm," Bucky hums, rolling his hips and pressing in hard. Peter's moan turns sharp, his hold on 
Bucky tightening. 


"That feel good, baby?" Bucky whispers against his ear, brushing his lips against the shell. 
"So good," Peter whimpered, lifting his head off the pillow. "Feels so good -ah- Bu-Bucky." 


Bucky can hear the emotion in his tone, knows the boy is close to tears. He wants to ask why; why 
Peter cries during sex. But right now, all Bucky can do is rotate his hips and chase the slowly 
growing bundle of pleasure in the pit of his stomach. 


Peter's mouth finds Bucky's shoulder. He doesn't kiss or bite, just presses his face into Bucky's skin 
and breathes, holding onto him. 


Bucky picks up the pace a little from the slow rotating of his hips to the quicker but still soft 
thrusts. 


Its different from what Bucky's used to -hes used to is rough, taking and dominating- but it feels 
good. Different. 


His orgasm catches him slightly off guard, and he pushes in deep with a groan, burying himself as 
far as he can. Peter shudders as Bucky rolls his hips, riding it out. 


He stays buried inside, but he pulls back enough to get a hand between them, wrapping his fingers 
around Peter's cocklet and slowly stroking him to climax. 


He watches Peter's face the whole while. Something in the air between them shifting from their 
usual fucks. 


He watches as Peter's eyes squeeze shut and his lips part on a breathless whimper of his name. 
Sounding like a prayer than his usual begging. 


He cums against Bucky's hand and his stomach, body shuddering and clenching around Bucky's 
softening cock. He winces, oversensitive. 


"There you go," Bucky smirks, continuing to milk the boy through his climax. "Get it all out." 


Peter's body relaxes back against the bed, breathing heavy. His legs lower so his feet are planted to 
the mattress, but he doesn't stop craddling Bucky with his thighs, even as he pulls out and plants 
soft kisses to Peter's neck. 


"This was the best birthday," Peter sighed, blissed out. Bucky smirked and climbed out of bed to 
grab a washcloth from the bathroom. 


He takes care of wiping off his hands, then wipes down Peter's stomach and cock before having 


Peter roll over. 


Peter does, hugging the pillow under his head while Bucky parts his cheeks and cleans the cum 
leaking from his hole, making the boy hum sleepily. 


He throws the rag into the corner of the room before slipping into the bed beside Peter. The boy is 
already mostly asleep, but he snuggles into Bucky's side the moment Bucky's laying down. 


Bucky knows theres a strong possibility that he'll regret this in the morning, but for now, he just 
wraps an arm around the boy and closes his eyes. 


"Bucky?" 


"Yes, Peter," Bucky huffs, not opening his eyes. Peter shuffles in Bucky's arms and presses his 
nose into Bucky's collarbones. 


"Are we exclusive?" 
Bucky opens his eyes and looks down at Peter, who's not meeting his eyes and blushing. 


"[ just- my friends asked and I said I was dating someone, but they kept asking questions and I 
didn't know the answers to them." 


"You want to know if we're dating exclusively," Bucky hums. Peter nods, still not meeting Bucky's 
eyes. 


Bucky lifts his chin with metal fingers until Peter is forced to look Bucky in the eyes. He plants a 
kiss on Peter's lips, trying for reassurance. 


"As in boyfriends," Bucky surmised. "That it?" 


Peter flounders a little bit. "I mean, uh, its just, I usually don't care about labels-" Bucky already 
knows thats not true. "But we've been dating for two months now, and, I don't know what to call 
you, or if this is just, uh, if its serious or not-" 


Bucky decides to cut him off with a quick kiss. It does the trick. Peter swallows, tries to tuck his 
chin, but Bucky won't let him. 


"Boyfriends seems a little juvenile," he says. "And significant other is a bit of a reach. But we're 
exclusive." 


It gets Peter smiling, and he surges up to kiss Bucky's lips. 
"Beau?" He asks. 

"We're not in the '50s," Bucky huffs. 

"What about swain,"” Peter asks, resting his head on the pillow. 
"That sounds like a virus," Bucky scoffed. Peter laughed. 
"You could be my fella," he grins. "Or mate? Comrade-" 
"How about we just stick with partner," Bucky huffs. 


"You're no fun." 


"And you're still drunk," Bucky countered, leaning forward and pressing a kiss to the boy's nose. 
"Now go to sleep." 


Chapter End Notes 


Well I seem to be incredibly good at making it damn near impossible to figure out the 
ending to this book and I have to say, the power I feel coursing through my veins 
every time I get comments about having no clue is extremely addictive 


Anyway, here's a bit of a plot twist, we got feelings! 


Chapter 10 
Chapter Notes 
See the end of the chapter for notes 
Bucky has plans with Peter for an evening in. Peter's finished with the first draft of his book, and 
he wants Bucky over to celebrate. 


Peter wanted it done on his birthday, but after a night out with friends and then checking everything 
over with the book, it had taken close to two weeks before Peter had finally deemed the first draft 
complete. 


Bucky admits he's proud of the boy. It takes a lot of work to finish a book. And he's hoping Peter 
will let him read it. 


For the most part, Peter's refused to even give Bucky the plot of the book -aside from asking 
questions about certain scenes, Bucky has no idea what it's about. 


Peter had even enlisted the help of Steve and his new partner Tony Stark -it seemed they'd actually 
pulled officers from other precincts after all to help with catching the Queens Killer- with police 
procedures, so he could get the real deal. 


Bucky couldn't lie, he was kind of excited to be able to read the book when it finally gets 
published. He's already told Peter as much. The boy had promptly stumbled his way through 
explaining it wasnt that good. 


So, Bucky spends his morning with the construction crew, wearing a stained tank top and dirty 
jeans as he hauls chunks of concrete from the demolition sight to the trailer. 


He works up a sweat, feels the sun beating down on his exposed skin, but its good work. 


They're clearing the old school for the rebuild of a store. Bucky doesn't know what kind of store it's 
going to be, but they've got to clean out the lot and lay down a new foundation by the end of the 
week. 


By three o'clock, Bucky's soaked through his clothes and has a slight sunburn on his shoulders, but 
he punches out and drives home to shower and get dressed. 


Hes pulling into the parking lot as he calls Peter. The phone rings for a while longer than usual, 
and Bucky frowns as he takes the elevator up to his floor. 


"H-hey," Peter answers, and Bucky instantly knows somethings wrong. 
"Hey, I just got home from work. I gotta shower but then I'll be over." 


"Oh, uh, actually. I'm not feeling good," Peter stutters. Bucky's frown deepens. "Could, could we 
do it another time?" 


"You're sick?" Bucky asks, unlocking his front door and walking in. "I was just over yesterday, you 
seemed fine." 


"It-it must be a twenty-four hour bug or something," Peter lied. He was such a bad liar. 


"Then I'll come over and take care of you," Bucky decided, baiting the boy. 


"No!" Peter rushed. "I mean, n-no, its fine, I don't want you to catch it. I'll be back to normal in a 
week or so, we can- we can get together then." 


Bucky feels his jaw ache from how hard he's clenching his teeth, but he takes a deep breath. Peter 
is lying to him, but he doesn't know why. 


"If its a twenty-four hour bug, you should be better tomorrow, right?" 


"I-I don't know," Peter said, voice low and almost mumbling. "I'll call you when I'm feeling better, 
okay?" 


Again, Bucky takes a deep breath. "Okay, baby. Feel better soon, okay?" 
"Okay," Peter said softly. "I'll talk to you later." 


Bucky hangs up and decides to shower before going over. He doesn't know why Peter is lying, but 
he's sure going to find out. 


He showers quick, cleaning off the dirt and grime and sweat from today's hard labor. Then he dons 
on jeans and a plain grey tshirt before feeding Alpine and snatching his keys from the counter. 


It takes thirty minutes to drive across Queens to Peter's apartment. He parks beside the building 
and makes his way up to Peter's floor. 


He knocks on the door and waits. Peter must look through the peep hole, because he speaks 
through the door, voice muffled. 


"Bucky, what are you doing here?" 
"I want to see you,” Bucky says. 
"I really don't feel good, Buck-" 


"I know you're lying, Peter," Bucky interrupted, trying to keep from raising his voice. "Open the 
door." 


Peter doesn't make a move, and Bucky's ready to threaten to break the door down when he hears 
the sound of Peter turning the latch and unchaining the door. 


Bucky keeps his feet planted where he is, deciding not to rush in. Peter pulls the door open. 


His chin is tucked, eyes on the floor and head turned slightly, but its not enough to hide the 
blooming bruise under his eye. 


Bucky walks in and shuts the door behind him, grabbing Peter by the chin and forcing the boy to 
lift his head. 


Tears are already welling in his eyes and Bucky clenched his jaw so he won't grip Peter too hard. 


"Who did this," Bucky demands, voice low and dark. Peter's hands are shaking at his sides, and his 
breath hitches a little. 


"I don't know," he whimpers. He lowers his head and Bucky let's him, but doesn't let his chin go. 


Hes wearing a sweater -its too warm for that. Bucky reaches for the zipper, pulling it down before 
pushing the fabric off his shoulders. 


Peter crosses his arms, shoulders hunched, but the bruises on his arms aren't hard to miss. 
"What happened." 
Peter turns his head away, shying away from Bucky -and it hurts, seeing Peter pull away like that. 


"Please don't be mad," he whispers. Bucky takes a deep breath, forcing himself to calm down 
before reaching for Peter. 


He barely touched his elbow, and Peter lets out a broken little noise and walks closer, unfolding his 
arms and wrapping them around Bucky. 


"I-I didn't want you to worry," Peter confesses, face hidden in Bucky's chest. Bucky sighs, 
wrapping his arms around Peter's shoulders. His shirt grows wet where Peter's hiding. 


"I want you to tell me what happened," Bucky said, pressing his mouth against Peter's head, taking 
another breath. 


Peter takes a shaky breath too, nodding against Bucky's chest. Bucky walks them over to the couch, 
sitting down and pulling Peter onto his lap, his legs hanging to the side. 


Bucky brushed Peter's tears from his cheeks -careful with the bruise, though Peter still flinched. 
"Start at the beginning," Bucky ordered. Peter fiddled with his fingers, head tilted down. 
"I was- I was going home and this guy um, he grabbed my arm." 


Peter's hand lifts up to cover the bruising on his forearm. "He uh, he wanted my wallet, so I gave it 
to him." 


"Good," Bucky nodded, running a soothing hand down his spine. "Thats good, baby." 


Peter nodded, but new tears were already forming. "I-I thought that was all he wanted, but, uh, he 
pushed me up against the wall and-" 


Peter bit down on his lip hard and sniffed. "Tried to get into my pants, so I pushed him." 
Peter shrunk down further on Bucky's lap, shoulders hunched forward. 

"He hit me, and- and I ran." 

"Do you remember what he looks like?" 


Peter glances up at him and shrugs a little. "I don't know," he says, voice shaking. "He, uh, he was 
older, short hair. Or-or maybe he was bald. I don't remember." 


"Thats okay," Bucky reassured, leaning forward to kiss Peter's cheek. 


"I'm sorry I lied," Peter whimpered, breath hitching on an inhale. "I was- I didn't- I was so afraid, 
Bucky." 


The last bit was said on a body shaking sob, and Bucky quickly pulls Peter into his chest. Peter 
wraps both his arms around Bucky's neck, crying into his shoulder. 


"Shh, its okay, I'm not upset with you, baby," Bucky promised, holding Peter through his 
trembling. 


"T- I feel so- so humiliated and-and weak and embarrassed-" 


"Shh, Peter, its okay,” Bucky interrupted, pulling back and grabbing Peter by his jaw, brushing his 
thumbs over his cheekbones. 


"I ha-hate feeling like this," he confessed, letting his head rest in Bucky's hands, body slumping 
and dark eyelashes clumping together. "Like- like I can't do- I can't stop crying. I couldn't defend 
my-myself." 


Bucky uses his hands on Peter's jaw to bring the boy closer, kissing salt flavored lips, wet from 
tears. 


"Take a deep breath for me, Peter." 
Peter does, shakily. Bucky nods, having him do it again, and again, until he's mostly in control. 


"Heres what we're going to do," Bucky hums. "You're going to call your bank and disable your 
cards." 


"Okay," Peter sniffed. 


"And I'm going to call Steve and have him come by and take a statement," Bucky continued, still 
craddling Peter's head. "Then I'm going to teach you how to defend yourself, okay?" 


Peter sniffed again and nodded. Bucky smiled and kissed Peter softly. 


"Up you go," Bucky says, patting Peter's hip. The younger gets up sniffing and wiping at his 
cheeks before walking over to his desk to grab his phone. 


Bucky grabs his from his pocket and calls Steve, knowing the cop is on duty. 


"Hey," Bucky speaks once his call is connected, not even waiting for Steve to greet him or tell him 
he's busy. "Come over to Peter's when you've got time or at the end of your shift." 


"Uh, why?" 
"He needs to make a report," Bucky supplies. 
"Yeah, we should be able to stop by, what's the address." 


Bucky hangs up after telling Steve where to go, and Peter comes back from his own call, settling 
on Bucky's lap and leaning into him, head on Bucky's shoulder. 


"Where else are you hurt," Bucky asked, running a soft hand down Peter's spine. 
"Just my face and arm," Peter said softly. "And my pride a little bit." 
Bucky huffed a little smile and kissed Peter's cheek again. 


It didn't take more than an hour before there was a knock on the door. Bucky got up and answered, 
stepping aside for Steve and his new partner to step in. 


"Hey, kiddo," the partner greeted Peter -who was still sitting on the couch. Bucky thinks his name 
is Tony, but can't remember his last name. 


"Wanna tell us what happened?" 


Bucky stood by the door, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed while Tony and Steve got 
a report from Peter. 


They got pictures of the bruises, Steve got a rough description of the attacker. 


Bucky wasn't aware of how friendly Peter was with the two officers until now. Tony kept calling 
him kid or kiddo, and Steve was treating the boy the way he treated his little brother. 


Bucky didn't know how to feel about it. He kept his distance from the law enforcement -for 
obvious reasons- which means his relationship with Steve had become a little more long distance. 


But to have Peter be so close to them -letting them check him over and reassure him- kind of put 
Bucky on edge. 


"We'll put out a bolo, get eyes out for anyone matching his description," Steve promised. 
"Thanks, Steve," Peter smiled. 


"Hows your book coming along?" Tony asked, the two officers getting up from their seats beside 
Peter. 


"Oh, uh, first draft is done," Peter said. "I'm sending it to the publisher to see if its worth their time 
and then I'll edit it and get it print ready." 


"Of course its gonna be worth their time," Tony scoffed, grinning. Bucky was inclined to agree 
with the man. "You're a great writer." 


Peter ducked his head and mumbled a thanks. The two officers stayed a moment longer, saying 
their goodbyes. Steve clapped Bucky on the back in a hug, smirking at him before they left. 


Bucky decides to stay, and the two of them head into the kitchen to make dinner. Theres no use 
putting ice on Peter's eye, but Bucky still had Peter hold a pack of frozen peas to it while Bucky 
threw a pizza into the oven. 


"Do you think they'll catch him?" Peter asked, sitting on the counter. Bucky walked over and stood 
with his hips between Peter's knee. 


"If they don't, I will," Bucky promised, leaning forward. Peter gave a small smile and leaned 
forward too, kissing Bucky's lips sweetly. 


"No one gets to leave bruises on you except for me," Bucky added. Peter's grin widened and he 
laughed a little, poking at the faint bruising on his arm. 


"These ones aren't even the fun ones,” he sighed, making Bucky chuckle and bite at his jaw. Peter 
giggled and turned his head, shoving at the older. 


Its nice, Bucky decides as they sit down to eat on the couch. The TV is playing some rerun of an 
80s TV show, and Peter's shoulder is pressed into Bucky's arm. 


He could definitely get used to having Peter around. And Bucky doesn't know when his mind set 
changed from waiting for the perfect moment to kill him to just wanting to make him smile, and 
soothe him. 


But Bucky can't really fight it. Peter somehow managed to sneak his way under Bucky's skin 


Its later that night -Bucky is staying, for both their sakes. Bucky doesn't want to leave Peter alone, 


and Peter doesn't seem to want to be alone- the two are laying in bed, skin pressed to skin with cool 
sheets covering them. 


Peter has a leg draped over Bucky's, his chin resting on Bucky's shoulder. Peter's fingers are 
tracing the edge of Bucky's tags, brushing against the face, over his name, his social, down to his 
blood type and religious preference. 


Over and over in repetition, soothing himself as the two wait for sleep. 


Bucky doesn't know why he does it -or he does and just won't look into it- but he shifts, lifts his 
head and pulls the chain from around his neck. 


Peter looks up with a confused furrow of her brow. Bucky silently slips it over Peter's head, 
dropping it against his neck before kissing him and settling back down. 


Neither say anything, but Peter grabs at the tags, looking at them in the palm of his hand before 
pressing them to his chest. Something warm settles in Bucky's gut at the sight. 


Peter leans in closer to the older, pressing a kiss to his pectoral and wrapping an arm around 
Bucky's torso. 


Chapter End Notes 


Welp 


Sorry I haven't updated in a while, I went off grid for 5 days (literally, I went into the 
woods and cooked my food over a fire) and then got sucked into the 
SFSummerBingo?21 thingy. 


But here's some cute for you! 


Chapter 11 


Chapter Notes 

See the end of the chapter for notes 
Peter wakes up suddenly. So suddenly he shouts -no, thats a moan- and fists the sheets. For a 
mortifying moment, Peter realizes he's just climaxed. He just came in his sleep. 


And then he hears a deep chuckle and looks down with wide eyes to see Bucky between his legs. 
Peter gapes like a fish out of water, struggling to comprehend what just happened. 


"Did you just-" his voice is rough from sleep. He watches as Bucky presses a kiss to the tip of 
Peter's cock, smirk toying at his lips. "Did you just suck me off?" 


"Yep," Bucky said, dappling more kisses along Peter's pelvis. "You should see yourself when you 
sleep. Getting all worked up like that. Must've been really tired." 


It was too early for Peter to wrap his head around what just happened. He didnt even feel Bucky 
going down on him -which was a rarity, Peter's actually upset he missed it. 


"I was curious if you'd even wake up for your own finale," Bucky continued, kissing Peter's belly 
button. His stomach fluttered at the sensation and Peter blushed. 


It was a close call, if Peter was honest. It came out of nowhere -it was the only reason he did wake. 


"I'm surprised I didn't wake up sooner," he confessed, slightly embarrassed. He didnt know how to 
react. Hes never been woken up by a blow job. 


Thats one thing he liked so much about Bucky. The only other person he'd ever had a sexual 
relationship with wasn't very adventurous in the bedroom. 


And maybe it was because they were both virgins in high school, and weren't out of the closet yet. 


Being with Bucky was the complete opposite. He took, he chased. It was thrilling. Peter was 
learning so much from the older man. 


"You got your thinking face on," Bucky murmured, settling his weight onto Peter's stomach. Peter 
glanced down at him. 


Bucky was so much bigger than he was. Peter practically disappeared under him. "What's going on 
in that little head of yours?" 


Peter knew his cheeks were red by the burn, and he shrugged, glancing away from Bucky and 
taking a breath. 


"Uh, I was thinking,” he muttered. Bucky's fingers tickled at Peter's sides, just under his arms. 


"We've established that, baby," Bucky smirked. Peter couldn't help but huff and push at Bucky's 
massive shoulder. 


"IT mean, I was. Um, curious." 


This was worse than coming out to his aunt May. He had no idea how to even start the 
conversation. He wasn't even sure Bucky would be into that sort of thing. 


"About bedroom stuff," he finally managed to get out. 


"Bedroom stuff?" Bucky asked, raising an eyebrow. He leaned down and pressed a kiss to Peter's 
sternum, soft lips ticking at his skin. "Like what." 


"Like, um, kinks?" 
"I like those," Bucky smirked. Peter can't help but smile a little back. "What kind of kinks." 
"You can't laugh," Peter said. "Or think its weird, or get grossed out or judge me, okay?" 


Bucky's smirk dropped and he leaned in close, pressing a kiss to Peter's lips. It helped settle Peter's 
nerves, if just a little. 


"I'd never, baby." 
Peter blushed and nodded. Bucky kissed him again, silent and waiting. 


"Um," Peter fiddled with his fingers, still not able to make eye contact. "I wanted to try, uh. 
Watersports?" He mumbles the last part. 


Bucky still hears him though, and a smile breaks out on his face. "Thats something we can try if 
you want." 


Peter blinks and looks up at him. He was expecting Bucky to tell him no. 
"Really?" 


Bucky leaned in and kissed Peter again, smirking against his lips. "Theres not much that'll turn me 
off," he confesses. "I'm down to try anything you want." 


Peter smiled and wrapped his arms around Bucky's neck, hugging him. Feeling a little more braver 
at Bucky's reaction, Peter asks, "what about fisting?" 


"Fuck, baby, you're gonna kill me," Bucky groaned, rolling his hips against Peter's bare groin. 
Peter's breath hitches at the feeling of Bucky's cotton boxers brushing against his sensitive cock. 


Peter wraps both his legs around Bucky's hips, crossing st the ankles and grinning up at Bucky. 
The older man smiles back at him, brushing his nose against Peter's before biting at his jaw. 


Peter's reminded of the chain around his neck when Bucky's fingers twist it, bringing the tags to 
rest between Peter's collarbones. 


Peter feels his chest expand with emotion, looking up at Bucky to see something soft in his 
features. Something Peter doesn't get to see often. 


Peter opens his mouth, taking a soft breath, ready to confess to Bucky what's on the tip of his 
tongue since yesterday. But he stops himself. 


Bucky glances at him, inquisitive. "What?" 
Peter gives a small smile, pushing his confession to the furthest recesses of his mind. 


"I was thinking of taking a shower," he lies, running soft fingers over the rippling muscles of 
Bucky's back and sides. "Maybe you can join me?" 


"Love to, baby." 


Peter grins and the two untangle themselves. On his way across the hallway, Peter fiddles with the 
tags, the smile on his face impossible to quell. 


Until he looks in the bathroom mirror. 


Peter's eyes are immediately drawn to the bruise under his eye. Its dark, purple in the middle and 
red around the edges. Its slightly swollen still. Peter reaches a hand up to press along the edge, 
wincing at the painful ache it causes. 


He doesn't notice Bucky walking in. Only when he's right behind him does Peter pull his eyes from 
the bruise, looking up at Bucky through the mirror. 


Bucky is frowning, and he leans forward, pressing a kiss to Peter's shoulder. 
"No ones ever going to hurt you again," he murmured into Peter's flesh. "I'll make sure of it." 
Peter smiles a little at that, and turns around in his hold -turning away from the mirror. 


In the shower, Bucky takes extra care to wash Peter's skin. Peter returns the favor. Peter's never 
really enjoyed showers. But he does with Bucky. 


He forgets about the mugging when Bucky's with him. Bucky makes him feel small, in the best 
possible way. He feels protected with Bucky. 


"How about we go out to breakfast," Bucky suggests as they're drying off. "Celebrate your book." 


Peter smiles, emotion filling his chest that Bucky remembered the finished first draft going to the 
editors. 


"What about my face?" Peter asked, smile dropping. Bucky walked close, kissed Peter on the nose 
and curled an arm around Peter's bare shoulders. 


"If you'd rather eat in, we can do that. Wait to celebrate until the bruise fades." 
Peter rests his uninjured cheek against Bucky's pectoral and sighs. 


"I want to go out," he confesses softly. The pause between them is heavy. Peter holds onto Bucky 
for courage. "But I'm afraid." 


"Of people staring, or of someone attacking you," Bucky asked, the two standing together in the 
bathroom in nothing but the towels wrapped around their waists. 


"Both," Peter mumbled. 


Bucky ran a hand soothingly up and down his arm, kissing the crown of his head. It makes Peter 
feel slightly better. 


"You can't let your fear keep you from living." 
Peter sighs. He nods. He knows. But knowing is different. 


"I write about this stuff all the time," Peter said, pulling back to look up at Bucky, frowning. "But, 
but its different writing it and actually living it. I thought I was going to die." 


The confession makes his eyes burn, but he forces himself not to cry. He cries too much. 


"I thought maybe he was the Queens Killer, and- and I couldn't do anything. All I could think 
about was not being able to finish my book, and I'm- I'm only twenty-one. And what would my 
friends and my aunt think when they found out?" 


"Peter, baby, stop,” Bucky sighed, pulling Peter into a hug. Peter melted against his chest, tears 
rolling down his cheeks and wetting Bucky's shoulder. 


"You can't think like that," Bucky continued. "I know its scary, but you aren't dead. I'd never let 
that happen. You think like that and you're constantly gonna look over your shoulder, when there's 
no need." 


Peter shakes his head, but wraps his arms around Bucky's shoulders, taking solace in the older 
man. 


"I was living in a bubble," Peter said softly into Bucky's neck. "I knew the Queens Killer was out 
there, but I thought- there's no way we'd ever cross paths. After- after that guy- I know that's not 
true. I've been living my life and not caring. And I should care. I should be better at- at taking in 
my surroundings and not-not being vulnerable." 


Bucky kisses Peter's shoulder and sighs. 


"I'm sorry you're afraid," he murmurs, voice almost a whisper. "I'm sorry that man hurt you. But I 
promise, baby. No matter what, I won't let anything happen to you. You're safe, okay?" 


Peter sniffles and nods. Bucky leans back and gives him a small smile before kissing his lips softly. 
Peter kisses him back, tasting the salt of his tears. 


"Will you teach me how to fight?" Peter asked softly, looking up at Bucky and chewing on the 
inside of his cheek. "So, so if it happens again I won't- won't feel so vulnerable?" 


Bucky smiles. "Of course." 


Chapter End Notes 


Okay so we get Peter's point of view and some more character growth for Bucky! Our 
boy is trying. 


Next chapter, we shall return to our regularly scheduled program of Bucky murdering 
people but for now let's sit in the fluff! 


Chapter 12 


Chapter Notes 
See the end of the chapter for notes 
Bucky snaps his hips up into Peter's tight hole with a grunt, listening to Peter's desperate whines 


and whimpers. The smaller scrambles for purchase at Bucky's shoulders, even as Peter's pressed 
into the brick wall, his legs around Bucky's waist. 


"Buck-Buck, oh! Ah- Bucky," Peter babbles against Bucky's neck, breath hitching with every 
thrust. Bucky smirks, one hand pressed on the brick wall while the other holds Peter's bare ass. 


"You still paying attention, sweetheart?" Bucky asked, snapping his hips up. Peter groans, the 
noise muffled against Bucky's shirt. 


"No-no one is-is coming," Peter gasped. 


Bucky's not quite sure how they got to this point. He's not complaining though. What makes sex 
better than the chance of getting caught with your pants around your ankles? 


It had been a week since the attack, and Peter's bruises had all faded. And he wanted to finally 
celebrate his book. 


Bucky was all for it, and since the younger was now legally able to drink, they'd decided to go to a 
bar, where Peter tried all the fruity drinks he wanted -ans even some of Bucky's hard liquor, which 
he didnt like. 


They drank, and they danced. Peter had a secret side to him, Bucky had learned that night. He 
rolled his hips seductively to the music, had dropped his head back onto Bucky's shoulder. 


He'd ground down on Bucky's crotch until Bucky was close to bending him over the bar and 
fucking him in front of everyone. 


When asked where he was hiding such filthy moves, Peter had blushed and gone shy, leaning in on 
his tip toes to speak into Bucky's ear over the thumping bass. 


"I danced in high school," he had confided. Bucky couldn't get Peter out of there faster. 


And they hadn't been able to make it to the car either. Peter had grabbed Bucky's leather jacket and 
yanked him in close, kissing Bucky with a smirk on his lips. 


He'd pulled away, but Bucky was quick to shove him into the wall, and things quickly escalated 
from there. 


"I'm close," Peter gasped into his ear, sending a shiver down Bucky's spine. "I'm gonna cum!" 


"Do it," Bucky groaned, feeling his own orgasm approaching fast. "Go ahead, sweetheart, cum for 


me. 


Peter covers his mouth as he tips over the edge, clenching around Bucky and soiling both of their 
shirts. 


Bucky grunts as he cums soon after, spilling his seed deep inside Peter. 


They take a moment to collect themselves before Bucky holds Peter up and pulls out. Peter drops 
his legs and giggles as he almost falls. Bucky smirks down at him, brushing his fingers through 
soft curls. 


They pull up their pants and Peter kisses him filthy. 


"You keep doing that and il gonna fuck you into the wall again," Bucky groaned, grabbing Peter by 
the hand and tugging him away from said wall. 


Peter giggled again, stumbling after Bucky, falling into his side. Bucky chuckled after the drunk 
boy, guiding him towards his car. 


"Will you stay the night tonight?" Peter asked, peering up at Bucky with glazed over brown eyes. 


"Not tonight, I have work in the morning," Bucky sighed, opening the door for Peter and helping 
him into the passenger seat. 


"But I want you," Peter frowned. Bucky smiled and peckdd his lips, buckling the boy in. "And its 
late. And you're drunk. You can't drive home." 


"But I can drive to yours?" Bucky asked, cocking an eyebrow. 

"Yes," Peter said, nodding. "Cause I'm here to make sure we don't crash." 
"That makes total sense," Bucky huffs, rolling his eyes and shutting the door. 
He climbs in behind the wheel and heads for Peter's apartment in Queens. 
"You could just stay the night and leave early," Peter suggested. 


"Can't, baby, my work clothes are at home, and I have to leave by five, I don't want to wake you 


up. 


Peter sulks for the rest of the ride home. He waits on the side of the road while Peter makes his 
way up to his floor, and doesn't leave until he sees the living room light flick on. 


He texts Peter a good night and receives a sloppy goodnight text in return with a heart at the end. 


Bucky can't help smirking a bit before making his way home. Alpine is waiting for him. He feeds 
her before falling flat on his stomach on his bed, falling asleep almost seconds later. 


Kk 
The next day, Bucky meets Steve in the same truck stop diner they always go to, for lunch. 


The blonde is in uniform still, and he gets a couple glances from the other patrons, but Steve 
ignores it, fishing through his pockets. 


"We caught the guy who attacked Peter," he said, slapping a wallet onto the table. "Turns out he 
mugged three other kids in the same area." 


Bucky grabs the dark leather wallet and opens it up. He can tell the debit card is missing -Peter 
deactivated it and got a new one a while ago- and the money is missing as well. But the drivers 
license and business cards are still there. 


"I knew we were meeting for lunch, so I brought it along," Steve continued. 


"Thanks, I'll make sure he gets it, we're meeting later today anyway." 


"So whats going on with you two?" Steve asks and Bucky huffs, biting into a French fry. "I'm 
serious, are you two dating?" 


"Yeah," Bucky shrugged. "Been for a month or two now." 
"So its serious?" 


"I wouldn't say it's serious," Bucky grunted. "We just- we fuck around and he's not the worst 
company.” 


Steve's smile widens as Bucky continues speaking and he throws a fry at his friend. 


"Shut up, don't make a big deal out of this or I'll punch you," Bucky snaps, though he's only half 
serious. 


Steve chuckles, but he looks fond and Bucky grumbles under his breath, biting into his fry a little 
more aggressively than what was appropriate. 


"I'm happy for you, Buck," Steve said, growing serious once more. "I've never seen you look at 
anyone the way I've seen you look at Peter before. And that kid is so gone on you." 


Despite himself, Bucky looks up and quirks an inquisitive eyebrow. Steve gives a little amused 
half smile and huffs a laugh. 


"When he's not asking questions about police procedures for his book, he's waxing poetic, Buck. 
Its actually driving Tony a little crazy, how much he talks about you." 


"Really?" Bucky finds himself asking incredulously. Steve nods. Its a little heartwarming to hear. 
Bucky smirks and Steve cocks that little half smile again. 


Time to change the subject, Bucky decides. Its getting too close to Steve asking about apartment 
keys and love. 


"So who was it?" He asks. "The guy who mugged Peter." 


Steve's face drops its playful fondness, looking a little more like a police officer as he huffs long 
and loud. 


"Guy's name is Adrian Toomes," he says. Bucky holds back a victorious smirk at getting a full 
name. His friend was so oblivious sometimes. "He's already posted bail. A couple of the victims 
are taking him to court, so there's a possibility he'll be serving time." 


Bucky nods. 
"If Peter wants, he can take the stand as well. It might help pin more time served," Steve suggested. 


"I don't think he wants to, but I'll ask," Bucky hummed. He was positive Peter wouldn't want to 
take to the stand. He barely wanted to tell Bucky the details of what happened, there was no way 
he would be willing to stand in front of tens of strangers. 


"Oh, I forgot," Steve suddenly said. "Tony invited Peter and you to a cookout this weekend. Peter 
already agreed to going, but I figured I'd see if you wanted to come too." 


"I don't know," Bucky sighed. He really didn't want to be surrounded by cops for an afternoon. Its 


not that Bucky would slip up -he was the fort knox when it came to tight lips. He just didn't like the 
idea of being around that many people in law enforcement. 


"Everyone there will be off duty," Steve said. "Its just burgers and hot dogs, and Tony's got an 
underground swimming pool." 


That last part is said like Bucky would agree only for the pool. It makes Bucky huff a laugh. 


"T'll talk to Peter," he said placating. Steve smiled and nodded, diving into his own dinner while 
talking about the cookout. 


Later that day, Bucky pulls up to Peter's appointment on his bike, parking out on the road and 
making his way inside. 


He takes the stairs, Peter's wallet securely in his back pocket. He knocks on the door. 


"Just a second!" Peter calls through the door. Theres a thump and a curse, and Bucky smirks. The 
door swings open, and Peter's holding his hip. 


"Bucky!" 


Bucky steps in and presses a kiss to Peter's lips, shutting the door behind him and setting his hands 
on Peter's waist. 


"You run into something?" Bucky asked, lifting his shirt to look at the sore spot on the front of 
Peter's hip bone. 


"I stood up too fast and hit the desk," Peter admitted, looking embarrassed. Bucky smiled and 
laughed softly before kissing the boy again. 


Peter eagerly kissed him back, wrapping thin arms around Bucky's shoulders and lifting onto his tip 
toes. 


"I have something for you," Bucky said, pulling back, but not letting the boy go. 


"A present?" Peter asked. Bucky stepped back and Peter dropped his arms, bouncing on his heels 
as Bucky reached into his back pocket. 


He pulls the wallet out and holds it in front of them. 


"My wallet!" Peter cried, snatching it from Bucky and frantically pulling it open to check what all 
is missing. "How'd you get it?" 


"They caught the guy," Bucky answered. "Steve dropped it off today." 

Peter quickly hugs Bucky, still bouncing in excitement. Bucky can't help but smile. 
"Thank you," he said, voice muffled in Bucky's chest. 

"I didn't do anything." Yer, Bucky thinks. "You can thank Steve this weekend though." 


Peter looked up and grinned. "He told you about the barbecue? I was gonna ask you if you wanna 
come with me." 


Bucky smiles and kisses Peter on the lips once. He had told Steve he'd think about it, but his mind 
is already made up. 


"Of course, I'll come with you, baby." 


Chapter End Notes 


I know this chapter isn't very good, but its a filler chapter! Just getting info out before 
the main event! 


Chapter 13 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Bucky doesn't waste time. He's got a plan, and he's ready to follow through with it. 


Adrian Toomes is easy enough to tail. He follows the same route to work every day, has the same 
nine to five work schedule. 


But he's got to be extra careful with this one. This one, Bucky knows, is way too close. 


Bucky's never murdered anyone for personal reasons. Its always been to scratch an itch. This, 
though. This is personal, and its not an itch that needs scratching. 


So he follows Adrian Toomes to work on his bike. The man works construction -not the same 
company as Bucky- and has a job out in Dutchess County. 


Bucky's paranoid at every turn. Worried his bike will be picked up by a camera, that someone will 
get a good description of him. He wears his dark blue leather jacket and a helmet with a black 
visor. 


His bike is generic, but if word got back to Steve, Bucky knows Steve would know. So he tries to 
blend in as best he can. 


The construction is just outside of town. Bucky drives through it and parks the bike in the woods a 
short walk to the site. 


He hides it in the bushes, and makes his way over to the site. Its still early in the morning, and 
Adrian is the only one there. 


Bucky waits. It would be easy to grab him now, but if the other workers start wondering where he 
is, that could lead to police involvement sooner than Bucky can safely leave the area. 


So he waits. 


It gives him time to plan what he's going to do to the man. The man who made his Peter cry. Who 
bruised his Peter. 


By lunch, Bucky's ready to lunge. He slips across the field turned parking lot swiftly, crouched. 
Adrian Toomes' car is unlocked and he slips into the back seat, laying in the floorboard. 


He's still in his leather, helmet, and gloves, and its hot, but Bucky's willing to suffer a little sweat to 
pull this off. 


He hears laughter and conversation getting louder. Bucky holds his breath. The driver door opens. 
"-going to stop in town for a coffee," Toomes says. "Wife forgot to make some." 
Bucky hears a response from the other workers, the men laughing good-humoredly. 


The car shifts and settles when Toomes sits down, the door slams, rocking the vehicle. It takes a 
couple turns of the key for the engine to finally turn over, and then Adrian is driving out of the lot. 


Bucky waits. He counts to ten, and then he silently sits up. The music playing through the busted 
speakers hides the squeak of leather. 


Bucky peers out of the back window, then the front. Adrian is heading back to town, and hasn't 
reached the fork in the road yet. 


Bucky reaches into his pocket, pulling out the compact Ruggar from his jacket pocket. 


With his metal hand, he grabs Adrian's seatbelt, pulling it tight across his chest, while he presses 
the barrel of the gun against his side. 


"What the fuc-!" 

"Turn right at the fork," Bucky grunts, voice muffled from the visor. 

"You-" 

Bucky yanks at the seatbelt and digs the barrel deeper into Adrian's ribs, making the man wince. 


"Lets be smart, Adrian," Bucky says, watching through the rear view mirror as the man's eyes 
widen. "Take a right." 


And the man must have some sense, because he closes his mouth and does as he's told. When they 
reach the fork, Toomes turns right, leading deeper into the woods. 


Bucky has him drive for about a mile, and then has him pull off to the side. 
He gets out first, making sure to keep the gun on Toomes. "Out," he orders. 


Adrian holds both hands up as he climbs out of the car, looking a little pale as he looks down at the 
gun. 


"Listen, man, if you're after my money or my car, you can have it," Adrian says. Bucky scoffs, 
holding the gun out, pointed at the man. 


"I don't want your fucking money, Adrian," he snaps. 
"Then-then what do you want?" 
Bucky waves the gun. "Walk, that way, now." 


Adrian looks ready to piss himself, but he does as he says, walking away from the car and towards 
the Hudson. 


"Alright, stop." Adrian does so, hands shaking near his head. 
"On your knees." 
"Sir, please-" 


"Knees!" Bucky shouts, jamming the gun into the side of Toomes' head. The man drops on what 
Bucky can only assume is a sob. 


"I-I have a kid, please, I-" 


"I don't care," Bucky grunted. "You know, I've been thinking about how I'm going to kill you for 


weeks." 
Adrian blubbers ans begs, but Bucky ignores him. 


"You would've been fine, you weren't on my radar," Bucky continued. "But you fucked with the 
wrong person. Mugging him -bruising whats mine- put you on my radar." 


"I'm sorry- I'm sorry, please, I didn't know-" 
"Its too fucking late for sorry," Bucky grunted. He pulls the trigger. 


Toomes grunts and falls back, the bullet wound slowly leaking from his stomach, staining his dirty 
work shirt red. 


Bucky watches as Adrian Toomes gasps and pants in pain, hands hovering over his gut, shaking. 


Bucky pockets the pistol and crouches down beside the man, lifting the visor of his helmet to get a 
better look at him. 


"There's so much I want to do to you, Adrian," he hums, ignoring Toomes' pain filled cries. "I want 
to string you up by your feet and gut you like a deer. Slice you up until your family can't recognize 


you. 

He watches Toomes' face grow even more pale. 

"But I wont," he continues. "He wouldn't want you to suffer, even though you deserve it." 
Bucky reaches into his back pocket for the switch blade, keeping it out of sight. 

"Please-" 

Bucky shushes him with a shake of his head. 


"You don't deserve to breathe for hurting my boy," Bucky spoke through gritted teeth, flicking the 
blade open. 


Toomes gasps wetly. Bucky brings the knife up to his throat and slices across the jugular. 


Adrian's eyes widen, mouth opening. The arterial spray hits Bucky's shoe and he scowls down at it, 
moving away as blood soaks into the leaves and dirt around the man. 


It takes seconds. Seconds for Adrian to die, when Bucky wanted it to last days. He wipes the knife 
down in the dirt before pocketing it and looting through Toomes' pockets. 


He pulls out a phone and tosses it over his shoulder. The wallet, he opens and pilfers through. 


He pulls the twenty dollars in cash and pockets it before pulling out the id and dropping the wallet 
onto Toomes' chest. 


"Thanks for the gas money," he hums, standing to his feet. He then grabs Toomes by the ankles 
and begins to drag him towards the river. 


He soaks his shoes and pant legs, but he doesn't care much. They're in a wooded area, so he's not 
worried about being spotted. 


Bucky pushes the body towards the middle of the river, hoping the current will take him out a 


ways. Then he climbs out of the river and makes his way towards his bike, careful not to leave any 
muddy prints behind. 


He takes back roads back to Brooklyn, and by the time he parks in the underground parking 
garage, his pants are mostly dry. 


He makes his way up to his apartment and changes his clothes, shoving the shoes, the knife and 
Toomes' id into the back of his closet to dispose of later. 


He feeds Alpine, scratching her behind the ears before grabbing the keys to his SUV and locking 
up behind him. 


Chapter End Notes 


Here you go my lovelies!!!! We're close to finished with this book! Between 15 and 20 
chapters and I think I can wrap it up! What do you guys think?? 


You guys have guessed so many things and so far only two people have guessed 
partially correct! 


Chapter 14 


Chapter Notes 

See the end of the chapter for notes 
Bucky pulls up to Peter's apartment, smiling as the younger jumps up from the stairs and races for 
him. 


He's wearing a tshirt and shorts, converse slapping against the concrete as he bounds over and 
climbs in. 


"You ready, baby?" Bucky asks, smiling over at Peter as he buckles. 


"Mhmm," Peter grins. He leans across the console and Bucky smiles, meeting him in the middle 
for a kiss. "You got your swim trunks?" 


Bucky huffed a laugh and pulled out onto the road. 


"Yeah, under my jeans," he said. He chuckles, smile stretching wide when Peter's hands find 
Bucky's waistband, tugging until Bucky's dark purple trunks show through. 


"Do you think anyone else is gonna be swimming?" Peter asked, settling back into his own seat. 
"T'm sure Steve will," Bucky hummed. "I don't know anyone else who's going to be there." 


"Tony might," Peter says. "It depends, he might want to swim or he might stick his nose up at the 
whole thing." 


Bucky smiles and reaches over. Peter eagerly takes his offered hand, linking their fingers over the 
console. 


The drive to the cookout is slow with traffic, but Bucky doesn't mind, not when he's got Peter 
beside him, rambling on about the publishers getting his book ready. 


"I can't wait to see it finished," he grins. "I got to be with the photographer when they got the 
picture for the cover and the font looks so good!" 


Bucky smiles, kissing Peter's knuckles. "I'm proud of you, baby." 

Peter blushes a pretty pink, but his grin is wide. 

"Can't wait to read it," Bucky continued, turning onto the street and seeing cars lining the road. 
"You wanna read it?" Peter asked, surprised. His smile widens. 

"Of course," Bucky smiled. "You've hinted at it enough.” 

"You helped," Peter added. 


The two hop out of the car and Bucky slings an arm over Peter's shoulders, linking their fingers as 
they make their way to the cookout. 


They go straight to the backyard, where they can hear laughter and conversation. 


"Buck! You came!" 


Bucky grins as Steve makes his way over, grin wide and blue eyes gleaming. Bucky pulls away 
from Peter long enough to give his friend a rough hug. 


"Hey, Pete," Steve grinned when the two pulled apart. Peter slides in under his arm, grinning up at 
Steve. 


"Hey! Thanks for inviting us!" 
Peter returns to Bucky's side after the hug and the two follow Steve into the backyard. 


"If it isn't the kid," someone crows. Another man steps out from the crowd. "And this must be the 
famous Bucky we've been hearing about." 


Bucky holds out a hand, shaking the man's while raising an eyebrow down at Peter, who blushes. 
"I'm Tony,” the man grins. 

"Steve's new partner," Bucky nods. 

"The one and only," Tony smirks. "Now, lets introduce you to everyone." 

With that, Bucky and Peter are walked around the fenced in yard, around the in ground pool. 


There's roughly twelve or fifteen people at the cookout, and all officers. Bucky doesn't remember 
the names of them all, but he's not too worried about it, seeing as Peter seems to know a fair few of 
them already. 


"Foods ready!" Steve calls. Peter bounces on his heels, grinning up at Bucky. 
"Wanna go swimming after?" 
Bucky smiles and leans down to kiss him, thumb rubbing against his hip through the thin shirt. 


"You asking if I wanna see you wet and half naked?" He asked lowly, smirking when Peter blushes 
and shoves at him. 


They manage to get plates of food, and Peter leads them over to where Steve and Tony are sitting 
with a female officer named Natasha. 


"So, Steve and Tony tell me you're writing a book?" Natasha asked once the two were seated. 
Peter's plate is in his lap, ans he blushes a little. 


"Uh, it's actually being published right now," he corrects. Bucky smiles, biting into his burger. 


"Kid's incredibly good," Tony grins. "Spent three days at the station learning about police 
procedures to make sure his book was as accurate as possible." 


Peter shrugs, taking a bite of his burger as his cheeks redden. 


"Can't wait to read it," Natasha grins. The rest of the conversation shifts from one topic to another, 
and a little after Peter's finished, he jumps up and grabs Bucky by the hand. 


"C'mon, lets go swimming," he grins, tugging. Steve chuckles at Peter's attempt to pull Bucky out 
of his chair. 


"Good luck," Steve huffed. Bucky grunts, but pulls himself up. Peter's practically skipping as he 
drags Bucky to the pool. 


The two kick off their shoes and socks. Peter pulls his shirt off over his head, exposing pale skin. 
The two receive whistles and shouts as they undress, and Bucky laughs as he steps out of his jeans. 


Then they're jumping into the pool, Peter yelping as he does so. Bucky wraps his arms around Peter 
when they surface, grinning at him as they wade in the water. 


Peter wiggles his way free, splashing Bucky in the process. He swims around Bucky, climbing 
onto his back and clinging to Bucky like a leach. 


Clint and Bruce end up joining them a few minutes later, and its not long before everyone is at the 
pool, either sitting on the edge, in a chair or in the water. 


Someone brought out a couple floaties and pool noodles, and a blow up beach ball. 


Bucky takes to lounging in one of the floaties, hands and feet in the water. He hears Peter yelp, 
then a splash, and chuckles with everyone else, glancing over just in time to see Peter surface and 
shake out his curls. 


Its nice. Peter's yellow trunks hang low on his waist as he jumps around, laughing and swimming 
away from Clint, who's trying to dunk him after Peter splashed him. 


"You really like him," Steve hums, sitting on the edge of the pool, legs hanging into the pool. 
Bucky glances over at him, raising a curious eyebrow. 


Steve smiles and nods to Peter. "he's wearing your tags," he said. "You never take those off." 


Bucky doesn't now what to say to that, so he just looks at Peter. The tags are there, secured around 
his neck. They look beautiful against his chest. 


"Do you love him?" 


Bucky glances back over at Steve. He could scoff and cut the conversation before its even begun, 
but Bucky finds himself wanting to confide in his friend. 


He hasn't been able to in a while. So he shrugs a little. "Dunno." 

Steve kicks Bucky's floatie. 

"You deserve him, Buck." 

Bucky can't help the slight scoff that leaves his lips. "You and I both know that's not true." 
Steve gives Bucky a sympathetic smile. 

"What you did over seas does not make you a bad person, Buck," Steve sighs. 

No, Bucky agrees, it's what I'm doing here. 


"Besides, I've never seen you look at anyone else like that. And you act different when Peter's 
around." 


"Shut up," Bucky grouses. 
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Bucky watches as Peter holds his arms up, blocking his torso and face. He smiles down at him, 
guiding his hands where they need to be. 


They've been working all day. Peter had been wanting to learn self defense since the mugging. 
Although Bucky took care of the problem, there were always others. 


Peter had taken Bucky down once or twice -with his help- and had even gotten out of a few holds. 
Granted Bucky wasn't really trying, but it made Peter feel safe. 
"Shower time," Bucky huffed after a while. He was sweaty, skin sticky. Peter was too. 


"Together?" Peter asked, grinning widely. Bucky rolled his eyes fondly and nodded, reaching out 
and grabbing Peter by the back of his neck. 


He pulls Peter in close as they make their way to Peter's bathroom. 


The two stripped out of their dirty clothes as the water warmed up, and Peter playfully pinched 
Bucky's butt. 


"Hey-hey!" Bucky jolted. Peter laughed and ran away, into the shower. 
Bucky jumped in after him, grabbing him around the waist and picking him up. 


"No wait! No wait! No playing in the shower!" Peter gasped, laughing. Bucky sets him down on 
his feet. 


Before he gets a chance to spin around, Bucky slaps his ass, making Peter yelp. 


"So its perfectly fine to fuck you against the tile but playing is where you draw the line?" Bucky 
asked. 


Peter's cheeks burn pink, but he adorably holds his ground, nodding. "Uh-huh." 


"Oh, well I apologize," Bucky smirks, leaning down to kiss Peter soundly on the lips. Peter pushes 
him back and Bucky goes willingly, smile still on his lips. 


"You stink." 
That makes him laugh, and he crowds into Peter's space again, this time lifting his arm. 
"Buck! No! Go away!" Peter shouted, hands on Bucky's chest, trying to keep him away. 


"Stay there," Peter ordered, giving Bucky a pointed look. He slowly removes the pressure from 
Bucky's chest when Bucky doesn't lean forward again. 


He eyes Bucky untrustingly as he grabs a wash cloth and gets it soapy and wet. 


Bucky's grown to love showering with Peter. The boy always washes him from head to toe. And in 


turn, Bucky does the same. 


It feels nice to have someone taking care of him in such an intimate way. Bucky kisses softly at 
Peter's neck and jaw as Peter scrubs at his chest, shoulders and arms. 


When the two are clean, Bucky crowds Peter into the tiles, tilting the younger's chin and kissing 
him as he wraps a hand around Peter's cocklet. 


Standing at four inches, Bucky's hand covers all but the tip. Bucky absolutely loves it. 


Loves how small he is, how his cock disappears on the upstroke. Its curved softly towards his belly 
in a way that has Bucky's mouth watering. 


He fingers Peter open as the water grows tepid. Fucks him into the tile. The boy's breath hitches 
with each sharp thrust. 


Bucky noses at Peter's neck, the cool metal of the chain against his skin. He loves that Peter's 
wearing his name like a collar. A claim. 


He fucks into him hard and deep, chasing every whimper and moan that spills from his lips until 
they're both cumming hard. 


Its nearing six in the evening and the two are cuddling on the couch, skin still damp and in nothing 
but basketball shorts when there's a buzz from the front door. 


"You expecting anyone?" Bucky asked as Peter untangled himself and walked towards the door. 
"No," Peter huffed, clicking the little button beside the speaker. 

"Can [help you?" He spoke into the box. 

"Delivery." 


"Come on up," Peter buzzed him in. Bucky watches when the delivery man hands off a small box, 
and smirks a bit at how excited Peter gets when he scurries back to the couch. 


"Its my book!" He squealed, dropping onto the couch beside Bucky and ripping into the 
cardboard. 


The cover is simple, but well made. It depicted a snowy field with the silhouette of a man from the 
hip down, an axe hanging from his hand. 


The title read The Winter Soldier, by Peter Parker. 


"Oh my God, its gorgeous!" He exclaimed, holding the book out at arms length before shoving it in 
Bucky's face. "Look!" 


"I see it," Bucky smiled. Peter looks at the cover again, shit eating grin threatening to break his 
face. He flips through the pages. 


"Am I allowed to read it now?" Bucky asked, smirking as he leans against the back of the couch. 
Peter drops into his side, wriggling until he's comfortable and Bucky's been shouldered in the ribs. 


He flips the book open to the first page, letting out another excited wiggle. 


Bucky can't help but lean over and kiss Peter's curly hair. 
"Read it to me," he hums. Peter nods, snuggling closer. 


"Jason Blaine had been hunting the lodge all night, looking for his next victim," Peter read. "It was 
only a matter of time before an unsuspecting visitor of the resort became Jason's, but he was 


picky." 


Bucky runs his fingers up and down Peter's arm as he reads on, introducing the serial killer and the 
first victim of the book. 


He has to admit, its incredibly good. And incredibly familiar. He settles into the couch, eyes 
following along as Peter reads out loud. 


"The blood of the young blond was warming his hands while simultaneously making them cooler 
with the wind and snow," Peter continued. 


Bucky couldn't believe how good it was. How much detail Peter put into the pages. He couldn't 
help but smile against Peter's head. 


The two sat and read for the rest of the evening, Bucky listening to the boyish lilt to Peter's voice. 
He read the his characters like they were a part of him -which Bucky knew was true. 


He couldn't remember how many times Peter had mentioned parts of Jason's characteristics or 
some of the victims' had been taken from himself. 


How certain scenes had been taken from his own life and adapted into the story where it fit. 


Bucky dozed as Peter read, the story playing out behind his eyelids. 


Chapter End Notes 


More fluff, plus a little bit from Peter's book! Next chapter gets into the angst again! 


Chapter 16 


Chapter Notes 


Jeez its been a long time since I've posted for this! But I'm finished with the summer 
bingo so I'm going to have a lot more time to work on finishing this book, as well as 
my other series! 


Hope you guys like it!!! Let me know what you think! I've missed you! 


Peter wakes up with a jolt when there's a buzzing at the door. Its incessant and rapid. 


He groans out a curse and slips out of bed, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes as he shuffles down the 
hall. 


"M'comin'," Peter mumbles, just loud enough for the knocking to stop. He doesn't know what time 
it is but its way too early for visitors. 


He unlocks the deadbolt and swings the door open, forgetting he's in nothing but Bucky's tshiet and 
a pair of boxers. 


"Hey," Peter yawns, seeing Steve and Tony in uniform. "Everything okay?" 

"Sorry, kid," Tony answers with a slight frown. "We're here on business today." 

That snaps Peter out of his fatigue, and he nods, ushering the two in before shutting the door. 
"Whats going on? Is everything okay?" 


"Have you heard from Adrian Toomes this last week?" Steve asked. "Has he tried to contact you, 
about the charges or anything?" 


Peter scowls and shakes his head. "I thought we weren't supposed to talk to each other until after 
the trial," Peter said. "I mean, even if I did see him I wouldn't talk to him, the guy assaulted me." 


"So you haven't seen him?" Tony asked. 
"No, I haven't. Why?" 


Tony sighs. "His wife called. He's been missing for a week now. Cops think he might have bolted, 
but the wife thinks otherwise." 


"We're going door to door to see if anyone's seen him," Steve added. He glances down the hall. "Is 
Bucky here?" 


Peter glances towards his bedroom too before shaking his head. "No, he had work this morning. He 
left last night." 


The cop nods before giving Peter a small smile. "I'm sorry we brought this up," he says. "I'm sure 
he just ran off." 


Peter gives a small nod, giving the two a small smile too. It doesn't reach his eyes though. 


"You've got our numbers, kid," Tony said, ruffling Peter's sleep crazed curls. "If you need anything 
but call." 


"T will," Peter nods, walking the two back to the door. 
"And I want a signed copy of your book," Tony added, making Peter's cheeks tinge pink. 


"Okay," he agrees. The two leave and Peter shuts and locks the door before padding across the 
carpet on bare feet. 


He sits down on the couch, yawning again as he rubs at his eyes. He had a box of the completed 
story printed and shipped to his house, so he could give them to family and friends before they hit 
shelves. 


He still can't believe he actually did it. He was officially an author. It was a great feeling. Bucky 
had been so proud of him. Sucked the soul out of him too when the box arrived. 


Peter pulls the box forward, taking the books out and setting them on the coffee table. All hard 
covers, the dust cover glossy. 


Peter takes a moment to just look at them, excitement making his heart rate rise. 
He was an author. 
He makes himself breakfast and coffee and settles against the couch, beginning to sign the books. 


He gives each book a special little message for each person he's sending them to. His aunt May is 
getting one, as well as Steve, Tony, Bucky, Ned and Mj. 


Hes planning on visiting his aunt anyway in the next couple weeks, so he'll take the ones for his 
childhood friends with him. 


Its close to noon when his phone rings. Peter reaches out for it from his seat on the couch, smiling 
when he sees Bucky's name flashing across the screen. 


"Hi," he answers, settling down in the couch cushions. 

"Hey, baby," Bucky drawls over the phone. "You busy?" 

Peter smiles as he plays with the tags around his neck. "No," he hummed. "Are you?" 
Bucky chuckles under his breath, making Peter's smile grow. 

"I'm on my lunch break," Bucky said. "And I'd like to see you." 

"Oh, well, in that case I think I'm busy," Peter grinned. 

"You're cute," Bucky huffed. "How about you get your little ass dressed and come over." 


"How do you know I'm not dressed?" Peter huffed, stumbling off the couch and heading for the 
bedroom. 


"I'm outside your window," Bucky said. Peter rolled his eyes, hearing the construction work going 
on on the other end of the phone. 


"Thats very Edward Cullen of you," Peter smiled, jumping into a pair of jeans, phone pressed 
between his shoulder and ear. 


"Still don't know who that is, baby," Bucky chuckles. Peter steps into a pair of shoes before 
grabbing his wallet. 


"Probably for the best," Peter laughs. "Where are you?" 
After Bucky relays where he's working, Peter locks up the apartment and exits the building. 


The walk takes about twenty minutes, and Peter stops at a small cafe, ordering two sandwiches. He 
gets a lemonade for Bucky and an iced tea for himself. 


Bucky's waiting for him at his SUV, just a block from the work site. 


"Hey baby," Bucky greeted, stepping up and wrapping an arm around Peter's shoulders and pulling 
him into the older's chest. "Is that my shirt?" 


Peter grins up at him, curling his free arm around Bucky's waist. "Its mine now," Peter said. 
Bucky smirks and leans in to kiss him. "You look good in my clothes." 
Peter blushes, tucking his head to press a kiss against Bucky's collarbone. 


"You look even better naked," Bucky hummed. Peter's cheeks burned and he pulls back, glancing 
around the lot full of vehicles. 


"We're in public," Peter mutters. Bucky chuckles, pressing another kiss to Peter's lips. He smells 
like drywall and sweat. 


"Dont be shy, baby," he murmurs, smirk pulling at his lips. "I wouldn't let anyone see you." 


Bucky's hand slips under the hem of his shirt, brushing against Peter's bare tummy. "You're all 
mine," he murmurs, kissing at Peter's jaw. "I'm not sharing you." 


Peter ducks down before bringing their food up between them. "I got lunch." 
Bucky chuckles, but gets the message. He steps back before grabbing the bag of sandwiches. 


"C'mon, let's eat," Bucky said, ushering Peter into the back of the SUV. The back seat is folded 
down, giving the two room to stretch their legs. The trunk is open, giving them a view of the rest 
of the parking lot and the little music store. 


Peter's a little upset they don't get more time together, but he knows Bucky's coming by tonight. He 
always comes over in the evening. 


Peter'd like it if Bucky stayed the night more often, but he understands. 


"T'll see you tonight, baby," Bucky hummed, the two finished eating and back out in the parking 
lot. "Thanks for lunch." 


Peter smiles, raising to his toes to kiss Bucky softly on the lips. The older man wraps an arm 
around him, pulling him so their chests press together. 


Peter lets out a whimper as Bucky's other hand reaches down and squeezing his ass through his 
jeans. 


"I want you in this shirt when I get there," he murmurs, nipping at Peter's jaw. All Peter can do is 
swallow dryly and nod as Bucky's hand gropes at his ass almost painfully, keeping him on his toes. 


"Only this," Bucky growls. Peter whimpers, arms curling around Bucky's shoulders to steady 
himself. 


Bucky kisses him once more on the cheek before releasing him completely. "Go home," he orders. 


He grabs Peter by the shoulders and spins him towards his apartment before smacking his ass. 
Peter yelps and stumbles forward. 


Bucky chuckles before heading in the oposite direction towards the construction job. 


Peter watches for a moment before heading home, cheeks burning and ass cheek sore. 
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"Peter, you made it!" Steve calls, jumping up from his spot on the couch. Peter grins wide, tucking 
the two hard copies of his book under his arm to give Steve a one armed hug. 


"Sorry Bucky couldn't come," Peter said once the older man had pulled back. "He got called in to a 
job, I guess someone called in and they were understaffed on the site." 


He finishes with a little shrug, but Steve just smiles and shakes his head, clapping Peter on the 
shoulder and tugging him further into the room. 


"No worries," Steve hummed. "We didn't expect many people to show up, it was pretty last 
minute.” 


It was an end of the season barbecue with a football game playing on the living room tv. 


Turns out, its more of a gathering than a barbecue. Tony's there, as well as Natasha and an officer 
Peter's only met once before. 


"Clint should be coming soon, he's bringing his step daughter," Steve hummed. "I think she's about 
your age actually." 


"You're not trying to set me up with her are you?" Peter said ruefully, smirking up at Steve. 
"Oh, no, you couldn't handle Wanda," Steve chuckled. "She's more drama than Bucky is." 
Peter only grins. "This is for you," he says, finally pulling a book free from his underarm. 
Steves eyes widen and he grabs at it with both hands. "You brought it!" 


Peter feels his cheeks grow hot as Steve flips the book back and forth, looking at the dust cover 
before flipping it open and skimming through the pages, smile so wide Peter thinks his cheeks 
might strain. 


"Thank you, Peter!" 


Peter nods, suddenly wanting to escape. "I'm gonna go find Tony," he says awkwardly, waving the 
second book in the air. 


"Oh, yeah, he should be in the back yard, manning the grill." 


Peter nods and makes his way through the house. He waves and says hi to Natasha and the other 
officer, who are standing in the kitchen with beers in hand, and slips out of the sliding glass door. 


"Well if it isn't my favorite little writer," Tony calls, smirk toying at his lips as he looks at Peter 


from over the rim of his sunglasses. 
"Thats me," Peter greets, skipping down the stairs of the porch and meeting Tony at the grill. 
"No Bucky today?" 


"No, he's working," Peter shrugged. Tony gives a little click of his tongue, flipping a couple of the 
patties. "I brought you something." 


This catches Tony's attention, and when Peter holds up the copy of his book, the man's smirk 
widens. He sets the spatula down and wipes his hands on an apron that says 'kiss the chef' and steps 
away from the grill. 


"Oh, let me see that lovely book." 


Peter hands it over, shoving his hands into his front pockets to keep from fidgeting while Tony 
does the same thing Steve had done. 


He flips open the cover, and his smile drops. Peter doesn't know why, and he peers over to see if 
something spilled on it when he wasn't looking. 


"You didn't sign it," Tony said, looking up at Peter with a raised eyebrow. Peter blinks. Oh. 
"Uh, I- I mean, I uh." 


"If this is how you're gonna react every time you have to sign a book, you might want to rethink 
being an author, kid," Tony smirked, chuckling. Peter lets out a breath, scratching at his neck. 


"T just- didn't think you wanted one," he shrugged. "I mean, its just- its me, I'm not - 
autographable." 


Tony just chuckles again. "Listsn kid, I want an autograph before the fanatics get ahold of you. I'll 
be one of the first with an autographed book, and I intend to rub it in everyone's faces when you're 
coming out with your fifth book in the series." 


Peter can't help the way his cheeks burn at that. "Five books? You think I'd get that far?" 
Tony claps him on the shoulder, pulling him close and shaking him a little. It makes Peter smile. 
"Kid, you could be the next James Patterson." 


Peter signed the book -ans wven Steve's copy when the blonde had seen what Peter was doing. By 
then, Clint and his step daughter had shown up. 


"Ah, Peter, this is Wanda," Clint hummed. "Wanda, this is our little writer." 


"Hi," Peter waves awkwardly, rocking on his heels. The woman -she looked a year or two older 
than Peter, but he couldn't tell with the dark smokey eyeshadow on her lids. 


Wanda gives a small nod and a smile before excusing herself to get a burger. 


The rest of the evening is nice. Peter watches the game, he eats more than he probably should. Its 
wonderful. 


Until it isn't. 


The call pulls Steve away from the game. Peter doesn't think anything of it until everyone else's 
phone begins to ring. Wanda and Peter scowl in confusion as the TV is muted. 


Its chaotic after that. Peter can't really keep up with what's going on, but Tony's rushing upstairs to 
change into his uniform. 


"Sorry to cut this short," Steve said as Natasha and the other officer leave with a hurried wave. 
Wanda was stepping into her shoes at the door while Clint ran towards the car. "You think you 
could find a ride home?" 


"Uh, yeah, I think- what's going on?" 
Tony's rushing down the stairs, belt over his shoulder as he tucks in his shirt. 


"Dont worry about it, you can come with me," Tony said. "Give Bucky a call. See if he can meet 
you at the harbor and take you home." 


Peter nods. Steve's already gone. He jumps into his shoes and follows Tony to his civilian car. 


"I need you to stay in the car," Tony says as they speed down the road. "Don't get out until Bucky 
gets there, and don't stick around, got it?" 


"Got it," Peter nods. "What- what happened?" 
"They found a body." 


Peter feels his throat close up automatically. A body in the harbor. It couldn't have been a regular 
drowning victim. They wouldn't dispatch everyone for that. 


Which means it had to have been a murder. Peter's hands shake as he pulls his phone free and calls 
Bucky. 


He hopes the man picks up. 
"Hello," Bucky's deep tone calls. 


"He-hey," Peter answers, glancing over at Tony as he serves through traffic. "Could you come pick 
me up at the harbor?" 


"What are you doing at the harbor?" Bucky asked, perplexed. "I thought you were at Tony's." 


"Uh, yeah. I was. Um, they called everyone in, and Tony's taking me with. But uh, could you- 
could you come get me?" 


"Yeah, I'll be there in ten minutes." 


ok kK 


The harbor is a mess. Peter's eyes widen at the amount of police cruisers, civilian cars and first 
responder vehicles. There are uniformed men and women, people in hazmat suits, and even 
detectives. 


Yellow caution tape has blocked off most of the pier Peter can see. 


"Theres Bucky," Tony says as they pull to a stop. Peter's too overwhelmed with the sight of 
everything to pick Bucky out of the crowd, but he climbs out with Tony. 


He doesn't see Bucky until the man is gripping his shoulder. Peter jumps and turns to face him. He 
really must look freaked out, because Bucky's got a worried dip to his eyebrows. 


"Lets get out of here," he said. Peter glances back at the commotion, just as a black bag is being 
pulled up from the water. 


Peter feels his stomach roll and he nods quickly, grabbing Bucky's hand and allowing him to guide 
them away. 
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Bucky drives Peter to his apartment. Peter doesn't want to stay home by himself. 


He doesn't go to Bucky's often, but he's been there enough that the layout is familiar. He stumbles 
out of his shoes before allowing Bucky to pull him towards the bedroom. 


"You alright?" Bucky asked, sitting down on the edge of the bed. Peter drops down beside him, 
wringing his shaking hands. 


"Yeah," he manages. In all honesty, he's not sure how he feels. Part of him thinks he shouldn't be 
this freaked out. Its not like he saw the body. And he knows people die. 


It's not like he keeps forgetting half of the New York police department are actively searching for a 
serial killer. Its just that -its been so long, the knowledge that there is someone out there murdering 
people just kind of faded into the background of Peter's life. 


And moments like this bring it soaring back to the forefront so fast it knocks Peter off his feet. 


"Uhm," Peter continues, twisting his fingers so hard they start to hurt. "Do you think we could- we 
could do something? I don't want to sleep right now." 


Bucky hums and gets to his feet, making his way to the closet and pulling the door open. Peter 
frowns a bit as he watches Bucky look through the shelf above his head. 


When he returns, there's a deck of cards in his hand. Peter can't help but smile at that. He climbs 
back onto the bed, crossing his legs as Bucky sits down across from him. 


"You know how to play gin?" Bucky asked, shaking the cards out of their case before shuffling 
them in his palm. 


"A little," Peter nodded. "Used to play with my uncle." 


And so they played a full game of gin. It kept Peter's mind off of what had happened this evening, 
and it brought a smile to Bucky's lips every time Peter groaned at loosing. 


It was nearly midnight when Bucky's phone rang. He set his cards down on the bed face down 
before reaching into his pocket and pulling it out. 


He instantly freezes and Peter feels his heart beat speeding up with anxiety. 
"What is it?" Peter asked when Bucky didn't answer the phone right away. "Whos calling?" 


"Steve," Bucky breathes. Peter sucks in his lower lip. After a second longer, he swipes his thumb 
across the green circle, then presses the speaker. 


"Hey," Bucky manages. 


"Is Peter with you?" Steve asks, sounding concerned and flighty. Peter starts to shake again when 
Bucky's cool blue eyes lift to him. 


"Yeah, you're on speaker." 


There's a beat of silence between the three of them thats so thick Peter feels like he can't breathe. 
He doesn't even know why he's so affected by it. Maybe its Bucky's obvious anxiety on top of 
Steve's call that has Peter anticipating horrible news. 


Was it about the body? 


"We identified the body," Steve said, confirming Peter's fears. Bucky doesn't so much as twitch. 
Doesnt give anything away, but Peter can see his shoulders are tense. 


"Its Toomes." 
Peter blinked. "Wh-what?" He managed. 


Just the other week Steve and Tony had stopped by saying he was missing. And now he was dead? 
Was it a suicide? Had he really drowned himself to avoid a trial? 


"He didn't drown." 
Peter blinked again, his mouth falling open, gaping like a fish. 


"His throat was cut," Steve continued. "And he was shot. Whoever did it dumped his body into the 
Hudson. The police are pushing the curfew to six pm. It won't be made public until the morning, 
but-" 


"No, no, its fine," Peter finally found his voice. "Thank you for letting us know." 


"I'm sure your lawyer will get ahold of you sometime tomorrow," Steve said. "With him dead, 
there's not really a point to a trial but I didn't want you to be surprised when he calls." 


"Thank you," Peter said. "Buck and I will stay in the rest of the night." 


"You and Tony gonna have a long night?" Bucky asked. Theres a heavy sigh on the other end of 
the phone. 


"Yeah, there's a shit-ton of paperwork to get done, and the coroner is still working on figuring out 
the time of death, but whoever dumped the body was smart." 


"Do you think its the Queens Killer?" Peter asked -blurted. He couldn't help himself. 
Bucky's eyes snapped up to meet Peter's, jaw clenched but eyes worried. 


"We don't know if any of the murders we've pinned on the Queens Killer are actually his," Steve 
confessed. "Thats whats so frustrating. Theres no signature, nothing that relates any of the victims. 
For all we know the Queens Killer doesn't even exist." 


Peter doesn't know if that thought is comforting or not. To have one person killing so many people, 
or multiple killers hunting the streets of Queens. Either one terrifies Peter. 


"I have to go," Steve said, pulling Peter out of his thoughts. "Don't talk to anyone about this, we 
aren't going to go public until Thursday at least." 


"We won't say a word," Bucky promised. Peter nodded along, still thinking about all that Steve had 
said. 


That night, Peter falls asleep clinging to Bucky, nose stuffed into the bigger man's neck, arms and 
legs draped over him. 


Bucky's own arms were wrapped around Peter's torso, holding him close as he scored softly. 


ok ok 


Peter woke up to a pressure in his gut. His eyebrows furrow in sleepy confusion, teetering on the 
edge of a dream and consciousness. 


"You awake, baby?" Bucky hummed lowly. It pulls Peter closer to the surface and he stretches, 
hips rolling. Bucky chuckled. It took peter a little longer to realize Bucky's hand was on his cock, 
stroking him softly out of his sleepy haze. 


"[ have work today," Bucky murmured, pressing soft lips to Peter's tummy. Peter spreads his legs a 
little, eyes still closed with sleep. "You can stay here if you'd like." 


Peter could barely hum past the sleep in his throat. It becomes a whole lot easier when Bucky takes 
Peter into his mouth though. 


Peter blinks his eyes a little, whimpering as Bucky sucked him down, his cock barely reaching the 
back of his throat before Bucky's nose hit the small patch of hair at Peter's groin. 


"Bu-bucky," Peter whined, voice thick with sleep as his hands drift down until they press to 
Bucky's hair. 


Peter's never been able to last long, and being half asleep doesn't help. He cums with a weak 
mewling moan, back arching and chest lifting into the air. 


Bucky pulled off with a wet pop and crawled up Peter's body, dropping so a bit of his weight 
presses pleasantly over Peter's. 


Peter blinks his eyes open once again, his sleep blurred vision filled with Bucky's face. He gives a 
little smile and Bucky leans down to kiss his lips. 


Peter doesn't even care if he can taste himself on the older man's lips. He loves kissing Bucky. 
"Go back to sleep," Bucky murmurs. "There's food in the fridge. I should be back around two." 
Peter hums and nods, allowing Bucky to kiss him again as his eyes close. 


Bucky chuckles again before climbing off. Peter rolls over to his side, stuffing his face into the 
pillow as sleep drags him back under. 


He sleeps for a while longer before the light weight of Alpine jumping onto his shoulder wakes 
him up, followed closely by a long drawn out meow of a cat wanting attention. 


Peter hums, reaching over with the arm pinned under him to scratch at what part of Alpine he can 
reach. 


"I'm pretty sure Bucky already fed you so I don't know why you're waking me up," Peter grumbled. 
Alpine jumped from his shoulders to sit in front of his face, meowing again. 


Peter grunts as he sits up, scratching at Alpine's chin before climbing out of bed. The cat bolts out 
of the room. No doubt to the kitchen to wait for Peter. 


Peter yawns and goes to the bathroom instead, scratching at his chest before relieving his bladder. 


Its strange being in Bucky's apartment when he's not home, but Peter finds his way around the 
kitchen -and feeds Alpine, though he knows she's already been fed. 


He sits at the small kitchen table for two as he eats a bowl of shredded wheat -he had to add two 
scoops of sugar- playing with Alpine with his socked foot. 


He gets a text from Bucky a while later asking him to stay and he'll bring a late lunch, so Peter 
busies himself with watching TV and tidying up the bedroom. 


He straightens the fitted sheet before tugging the top sheet and the blanket up to the head of the 
bed and dropping the pillows back into place. 


His phone rings just as he's finishing and he walks around the bed to grab it -not wanting to ruin the 
bed by jumping onto it. 


"Hey, May," Peter smiles as he answers. 

"Hey, sweetheart," May greets. "Are you all packed?" 

Peter grabs a sweater off the floor, the phone pressed between his shoulder and ear. 
"Yep, I packed yesterday, but I'm going to go through it again tonight before I leave." 


It's been far too long since Peter's been home. He misses May. Misses Mj and Ned. He can't wait to 
hear all about their lives and catch up. 


He can't wait to tell them all about New York. About Bucky. 
He smells the sweater and then makes his way to the closet to hang it up. 


"Gokd thinking," May hums. "If you forget anything I'm sure we can stop at the store. I'm so 
excited to see you, I dont think I'll be able to sleep at all tonight." 


Peter grins, feeling a familiar pain in the back of his throat as his eyes burn. 


"I miss you," he says, grabbing a hanger from the closet and feeding the elbows through the neck 
hole before hanging it up. 


"Oh, I miss you too, sweetheart," May says, her voice giving away the emotion she feels too. 
Peter grabs another sweater -this one off the chair in the corner of Bucky's room. 

"Do you think we could go into town while I'm there?" Peter asked, going back to the closet. 
"Maybe see a movie or go to that little Cafe we used to go to after school?" 


He pushes the hanging clothes to the left in search of a free hanger. He grabs the first one he finds 
and begins to feed it through the new sweater when his hands slip and the sweater drops to the 
closet floor. 


"We can definitely do that," May said, a smile in her voice that has Peter smiling too -even through 
the annoyance of having to bend over and pick the sweater up. 


"Maybe you could invite Ned and Mj too," May continued. 


"Nah," Peter said, grabbing the article of clothing before hanging it up. "I've already got a day 
planned for each of them. You get your own day too." 


"Oh, well don't I feel special," May chuckled. Peter smiles too, huffing as he picks up a pile of 
Bucky's work shirts and throws them into the hamper. 


"How's your boyfriend?" May asks. "He is your boyfriend, right?" 


"He perfers partner," Peter corrects. "And he's doing good. He'll be home from work in a little 
while and we're going to have lunch together before I go home." 


"Thats really sweet, baby," May coos, making Peter's cheeks flush as he grabs Bucky's leather 
jacket from the floor where he'd dropped it last night. "I'll have to meet him one of these days. 
Especially if you two are getting serious." 


"Well, I don't know about that," Peter winces. "I mean, we're -uh- i don't think we're serious." 


"But you want to be?" May deduced. Peter makes his way to the closet again, wanting to keep his 
hands busy. 


"Yeah," he confesses, one hand reaching up to fiddle with the dog tags through his shirt. Were they 
serious? Peter thinks they might be -who gives someone their dog tags if they're not serious?- but a 
large part of himself thinks he might be projecting his own feelings. 


"Its a bit complicated," Peter settles on. 


"Most relationships are," May hums wisely. "Just talk to him. Tell him how you feel. You might be 
surprised." 


"Yeah, I will," Peter says, not sure if he means it or not. What if he confesses to Bucky that he 
loves him and scares him away? What if Bucky tells him Peter's nothing but a good fuck? 


The idea of shattering whatever this is, was too much for Peter. He'd rather live the rest of his life 
bottling his feelings than telling Bucky he loved him. 


"T'll let you go," May said, pulling Peter out of his thoughts. "I love you, sweetie. I'll be at the 
station to pick you up." 


Peter smiles. "I love you too. I'll see you tomorrow night." 
He hangs up and pockets the phone before grabbing a hanger for the jacket. 


He's just sliding it into the closet with the rest of Bucky's clothes when a hoodie falls from one of 
the hangers, making Peter groan. 


"Come on," he mutters, bending down to snatch it off the floor. The sleeve snags at some of the 
stuff at the bottom of the closet as Peter straightens. 


He puts the hoodie back before bending down to pick up the card. 


He's about to throw it back when he notices its an ID. He scowls and flips it over, wondering why 
Bucky's ID would be in the closet. 


His heart stutters and his breath hitches when he sees the front. It's Adrian Toomes' ID. 


Peter lowers himself all the way to the floor, not taking his eyes off the card. Why would Bucky 


have Toomes' ID in the bottom of his closet? 


He sets the ID down and leans into the closet. Theres nothing else out of place. Shoes, boxes, odds 
and ends thrown in with no other place to go. 


Theres no logical reason why Bucky would have Toomes' ID in his closet. He never met the man. 
His eyes catch something metallic in one of Bucky's shoes and he reaches for it instinctively. 

He hooks his fingers into the sneakers and pulls them out of the back of the closet. 

He sets them down beside the ID and his frown deepens at the stains over the fabric. 


He reaches into the shoe and pulls out the small metal object. He holds it in his palm, eyes 
widening a little at the switchblade. 


Switchblades were illegal in the state of New York. But that wasn't what had Peter's breath hitching 
in his throat. 


It was the stains on the handle. Dark brown, but unmistakable. He knew if he flipped the blade 
open, more would be there. 


It matched the stains on the shoes, and it didn't take a genius to connect the dots. It was blood. 


Peter's hands shook as he dropped the knife. His heart jack hammered in his chest as he took in the 
three damning pieces of evidence at his knees. 


He was so focused on trying to make up any excuse as to why they were in Bucky's closet that he 
didn't hear the man come inside the apartment and call for him. 


It wasn't until Peter heard his footsteps just outside the bedroom door that he jumped into action, 
but by then it was too late. 


Peter jerked backwards, picking the knife and shoes and the ID to try and hide that he'd been 
snooping. He's pushing himself as fast as he can from the closet when the bedroom door swings 
open. 


"Peter, did you not hear me-" Bucky stops, blinking down at Peter. 


Peter feels his chest heaving, eyes wide. He couldn't school his features even if he tried. He was 
caught. 


Bucky's eyebrows furrowed as he looked from Peter over to the closet. 


Peter bites at his lip, trying to stifle the frightened whimper threatening to unleash itself from 
Peter's lungs as the older walks in slowly, crouching down where Peter had just been sitting. 


He picks up the ID, then glances at Peter. Theres something cold and distant in Bucky's blue eyes. 
Its like ice water. 


"Peter," Bucky said, and it almost sounded like a warning. 


Peter reacted out of fear then. He doesn't know how he manages it, but within seconds he's on his 
feet: 


Bucky reaches for his ankle but Peter jumps over his outstretched arm, yelping as he bolts for the 


front door. 


Chapter End Notes 


One more chapter and we're finished!!! The last two chapters will be alternate endings 
so be ready! 


Chapter 19 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Peter barely makes it halfway across the living room before he feels Bucky's thick arms coil around 
him, lifting him off his feet. A hand presses against his mouth just as Peter lets out a shout, 
muffling him. 


"Peter, stop," Bucky orders on a growl. Peter thrashes, tears filling his eyes. Bucky killed Adrian. 


Bucky had shot someone. He'd slit someone's throat. The man he's been in a relationship with had 
murdered somebody and thrown their body into the Hudson. 


Peter heaved desperate breaths through his nose. Bucky was talking, he was murmuring to Peter, 
but in Peter's fright, he couldn't make out what it was. 


Peter does something he doesnt even think he really decided to do. Fear controlling his every 
move. 


He moves his arm as far forward as he can with Bucky holding him, and brings it back as hard as 
he can, hitting Bucky's side. 


The man grunts, and Peter kicks back, heel to shin. 


"Stop- stop, Peter!" Bucky demanded. It only made Peter thrash harder, and finally, he wiggles 
free. 


Bucky grabs at him, his arms, his shirt; anything he can reach, but the need to flee outweighs the 
need to catch and Peter makes it to the door. 


He lets out a desperate cry when he realizes the deadbolt is engaged. Unlocking it and pulling the 
door open will give Bucky enough time to reach him. 


It's pointless to even try, but Peter does it anyway. Bucky's metal hand slams into the door above 
Peter's head, making the boy flinch and keeping the door closed. 


Peter's arms find their way to his chest, his shoulders curling inwards and head dropping as he 
begins to tremble. 


Peter doesn't know what to do. Doesnt know if he should scream and fight or just stand there and 
take whatever Bucky decides to give him. 


Peter's mind runs too quickly for him to keep up with. 


"Peter," Bucky sighs. Peter bites his lip to keep the terrified whimper from leaving his throat. 
"Turn around, baby." 


Peter feels Bucky's hand on his shoulder, gently guiding Peter around. The younger presses his 
back into the door, trying to get as far away from Bucky as he can. 


"I know what you're thinking," Bucky starts, not even bothering to get Peter to look up at him. 
Peter's thankful, he doesn't know if he'd be able to look at Bucky's face. 


"You ki-killed him," Peter said, quaking against the door as he holds his arms to his chest, 
unconsciously trying to protect his most vulnerable parts from a predator. 


That thought has fresh tears filling Peter's eyes. Had he always been a predator? A murderer? 


Bucky had been in the military. He worked part time at a butcher shop. Peter knew he'd killed for 
the job. He wasn't stupid, he knows Bucky had to have killed people while over seas. 


The way the man mumbled and twitched in his sleep was proof enough that his subconscious was 
still replaying events from his time in the military. 


Had he brought that fatalness back to the states with him? Had he killed before? 
"He hurt you," Bucky answered. Answered like murder wasn't hanging over both of their heads. 


"Wi-will you?" Peter found himself asking, voice strained and difficult to push out of his tight 
throat. 


Bucky's eyes seemed to droop, in sympathy or sadness, Peter didn't know. 


"No, I wont," he said softly. Peter wanted to believe him. Wanted desperately to believe that he 
was different. That he wouldn't be hurt. 


But he knew that wasn't always the case. He wrote murder mysteries for Christ's sake! He wrote 
characters in Peter's place, and he killed them! 


And Bucky killed Adrian Toomes. 


"Have- have you killed other people?" Peter asked, trying to put some power behind his scared and 
timid voice. 


"Peter," Bucky sighed. 


Bucky was rough with Peter. Bucky fucked Peter with a wildness Peter had always assumed was 
playful. He was looking back on everything between them with new eyes. 


The violent fucking, the confessions veiled behind soft pillow talk. Peter had been close to death 
since the moment he met Bucky, and he hadn't noticed until now. 


"Are you the Queens Killer?" Peter demanded, finally looking up at the man he had fallen in love 
with. The man who had killed supposedly for him. 


And Bucky's mask seemed to crack for just a split second in shock at Peter's sudden bravery, and it 
was all Peter needed to know. 


"Peter, listen," Bucky tried, but Peter was already spinning around again, grabbing the doorhandle. 


Bucky grabbed him by the arm and yanked him back, spinning Peter around and wrapping his arms 
around Peter's waist as the boy stumbled. 


Peter let out a squeak as his mouth hit Bucky's shoulder, body trembling more than ever. 


"You have to listen," Bucky said, nearly begged. Peter realized Bucky wasn't holding him like he 
had before; in an attempt to keep Peter from running. 


He was holding Peter like he was afraid. Afraid of Peter leaving. Terrified that Peter would go. 
Peter almost embraced him too. Almost smoothed his hands down Bucky's shoulders to quiet the 
older man's fears. 


But he couldn't. He just stood there, pinned to Bucky's chest while the man held him, breath 
coming out shaky. 


"I would never hurt you, Peter," Bucky said. "You have to believe me." 


Peter can't. He shouldn't. Believing Bucky could get him in the same black body bag that Adrian 
Toomes and countless others had found themselves in. 


"Why-" Peter whimpered against Bucky's shoulder, tears burning his eyes. "Why did you- sit down 
at my table?" 


Bucky doesn't say anything. Peter feels his throat close impossibly tight, his chest feeling much too 
small for his jack rabbiting heart. 


"Were- were you going to kill me?" 
"Its different now, Peter," Bucky said. Peter felt his knees turn to jello. 


Bucky had sat down across from him, had talked with him. They'd- God they'd talked about how to 
get away with murder! 


He'd let Bucky into his house on their second meeting! Let Bucky tie him up and have sex with 
him! 


Peter could feel the panic building. He needed to go. He needed out. 
"Le-let me go," he nearly whispered. He felt Bucky tighten his hold just slightly, shaking his head. 
"No," he said. "No, Peter, I need you to understand. I'm-I'm not going to hurt you." 


Peter's eyes burn with hot tears. He tries not to sniffle or cry out, worried it might get a reaction out 
of the older man he doesnt want. 


"Please," Peter whined, trembling against Bucky. "Please, if-if you aren't gonna hurt me, just-just 
let me go." 


He knew he was begging, but he didn't care. He nearly broke down in tears when Bucky's arms 
loosened around him, before they slipped away. 


Peter stumbled back, finally taking a breath he didn't realize he'd been holding the whole time. 


He nearly runs right back to Bucky when he sees the glassy look in the older man's eyes. The slight 
redness to his lash line. 


"Peter, please," Bucky starts. "Dont be afraid of me, I wont hurt you." 


He takes a step forward and Peter jolts back so hard he slams into the wall beside the apartment 


door, wincing. 
Bucky rips his hand back. He steps back, hands gripping at his hair in desperation. 


Peter doesn't know what else to do. So he grabs the door handle and pulls it open. Bucky doesn't 
stop him this time and Peter slips out of the apartment. 


The second he's at the stairs he bolts, adrenaline spiking through his veins. 


He runs out of the apartment building, down the road, and doesn't stop until he reaches his own 
apartment. By then he's sweaty and sobbing and exhausted. 


Bucky hadn't followed him, but Peter doesn't believe the older man won't show up at some point. 
So he grabs his carryon and ticket and locks the apartment back up. 


He leaves out the back and hails a taxi to take him to the bus station on the other side of town, 
away from Bucky's apartment. 


He doesn't relax until he's boarded and the bus is leaving the station. 
Kk 
"You okay, sweetie?" 


Peter looks up from his perch on the fire escape to see May walking into the guest bedroom, giving 
Peter a small smile as she sits down on the window seat by Peter's feet. 


"I'm okay," Peter said, giving her his best attempt at a smile. It had been three days, and Peter still 
hadn't decided what he was going to do. 


He'd told May he and Bucky had broken up -which was why he had come a day early. Mj and Ned 
had been excited to meet him. 


May sets a hand on Peter's knee, giving it a little pat and squeeze. 


"You'll find someone else, pumpkin," she promised. "He wasn't your first, and he's not going to be 
your last." 


"I know," Peter managed. How could he tell her it wasn't just that he broke up with Bucky, but that 
he found out the man he'd been in love with for months was a serial killer? 


He doesn't even know if going back home would be safe. What if Bucky was waiting for him? 


The thought of calling Tony or Steve crossed Peter's mind more than once, but he didn't know 
what to do. 


"But this is different," Peter added, picking at his jeans. "He's not the person I thought he was." 


"Oh, baby," May sighed. "Nobody is completely who they say they are. That's a part of being in a 
relationship. Learning about your partner and loving every part of them." 


"I don't think I can love this part of him," Peter said, lower lip trembling. May moves up, wrapping 
her arms around Peter and hugging him tight. 


Peter presses his nose into her shoulder, sighing deeply as his eyes water. He doesn't know what to 


do. 


"Do you love him?" May asked softly. Peter nods, too worried he'll burst into tears if he speaks. 
He's close enough as it is. 


"I'm not going to pretend to know whats going on," May said, running her fingers through Peter's 
curls. "But, it sounds like he cares for you too." 


Peter has to hold his breath to keep from sobbing at that, and he wraps his arms around May 
tighter. 


"You shouldn't let one thing keep you from being happy, Peter," May said. 


"But what if that one thing is- is so big?" Peter cried, gasping wetly on his tears. "What if its- its 
too big?" 


"If you two love each other, you'll make it work," May said with such confidence. "I don't think 
Bucky would ever purposefully hurt you, would he?" 


Peter blinked at that, sniffling and pulling back to wipe at his eyes. Bucky had said he wouldn't 
hurt Peter. 


And he had plenty of opportunity to. 


"N-no," he managed after some time. May smiled at him, that same sad and sympathetic little thing 
that made Peter want to cry and curl up into a ball. 


"Go talk to him," she encouraged softly. "You two can work this out." 


Peter wants to shake his head. Wants to just tell her. Tell her Bucky was a murderer. A serial killer. 
But instead he asks: "how do you know?" 


May smiles and reaches forward, looping her fingers through the chain around Peter's neck and 
pulling the dog tags from under his shirt. They're still warm from his skin. 


"Because you're still wearing these." 


ok ok 


Peter doesn't know why he's here. He doesn't know what possessed him to come here, but here he 
was, and he couldn't leave now. He'd already knocked. 


He was seconds away from deciding this was a horrible mistake when the door opens and he's 
faced with Bucky. 


His heart jumps into his chest and he has to force himself not to bolt down the hallway. 


Bucky blinks in shock, hand gripping the doorknob. "Peter," he says, sounding as disbelieving as 
Peter is that he's here. 


"Did you mean it?" Peter asked. Bucky still looked shocked that Peter's here. He doesn't say 
anything. "When you said you wouldn't hurt me." 


Bucky finally pulls his eyes from Peter to glance down the hallway before stepping back and 
nodding for Peter to come inside. 


Peter hesitated, hands twisting in his shirt. Bucky's apartment had felt so safe before. 


"I won't touch you," Bucky murmured, stepping further into the room. Giving Peter the space he 
needed to step through the threshold. 


Peter shuts the door behind him, but he doesnt lock it. 
"You came back," Bucky said. 


"I-I don't know why," Peter confessed, looking at his feet. He takes a few deep breaths, trying to 
collect his still jumbled thoughts. 


"Do you-" 
"I love you." 


Peter's eyes widen, head snapping up to look at Bucky. Bucky's eyes are wide too, his words 
cutting off at Peter's confession. 


Its so quiet between them, the tension so thick Peter feels like he's gonna suffocate. 


"I-I shouldn't. I shouldn't and I do, and I don't know what to do-" Peter takes a heaving breath, 
twisting his shirt painfully around his fingers. 


"I-I love you, and I dont know what to do-" 


Peter doesn't flinch when Bucky steps close. Instead he steps forward as well. Its all Bucky needs 
to rush forward and wrap his arms around Peter, lifting him off his feet. 


Peter lets out a cry, and he doesn't know if its relief or fear as Bucky buries his face in Peter's 
shoulder. 


Peter wraps his arms around Bucky's shoulders, hiding his tear streaked face in the crook of 
Bucky's neck. 


"Te-tell me what to do," Peter whimpered. He couldn't make this decision. He couldn't do it, even 
though he should. 


"I can't do that, sweetheart," Bucky murmured, one arm curling under Peter's ass to keep him up. "I 
love you, Peter. Its up to you. I'll love you no matter what you do. I won't do anything. You're 
safe." 


Peter lets out another sob at that, tightening his hold around Bucky. 


"I want to stay," he said, voice muffled against Bucky's skin. He feels Bucky's shoulders sag under 
him, breath tickling the hairs on Peter's neck. 


"You can stay." 


END 


Chapter End Notes 


This is the official end of Queens Killer!! I'm in the middle of finishing up the two 
alternate endings!! 


Let me know what you guys think!! 


Chapter 20 


Chapter Notes 


Here is your first alternate ending!! Tell me what you think! 


"Peter, please," Bucky starts. "Dont be afraid of me, I wont hurt you." 


He takes a step forward and Peter jolts back so hard he slams into the wall beside the apartment 
door, wincing. 


Bucky rips his hand back. He steps back, hands gripping at his hair in desperation. 


Peter doesn't know what else to do. So he grabs the door handle and pulls it open. Bucky doesn't 
stop him this time and Peter slips out of the apartment. 


The second he's at the stairs he bolts, adrenaline spiking through his veins. 
He doesnt go home. He can't. He has to hide, has to get as far away from Bucky as possible. 


Tears blur his vision, making it difficult for him to read street signs. All he knows is he can't let 
Bucky find him. 


He side steps men and women on the crowded streets, never staying on one street for more than a 
few blocks before turning down another road. 


He doesn't know how long he runs for, but he slows to a stop near an abandoned drug store. The 
parking lot is full of cracks and weeds. 


His legs burn, his chest too small for the amount of air he feels like he needs. He drops his hands 
onto his knees, heaving heavy breaths as he sobs and quivers. 


He looks up and around him, wondering if Bucky had followed him. 


He fumbled for his phone, thankfully he had shoved it into his back pocket at some point. He 
ducks closer to the building, hiding from view. 


His hands are shaking as he dials a number, gasping wetly as he holds it to his ear. 
"Hey, Pete-" 


"St-Steve! Steve, I- I need you," Peter sobbed, hand covering his mouth as he presses his back to 
the brick. 


"Whats going on? Where are you?" Steve demands, concern lacing his tone. 


"I don't know, I don't- I'm lost, please, I need you!" Peter gasped, his knees bending. He slides 
down the wall until his ass hits the cool cement. 


"Okay, alright, we'll come find you," Steve assured, taking on a soothing tone. "Tell me what you 


" 


see. 


Peter looks around, trying to find some place he knows, but everything is strange. He's never been 
in this area before. 


"Uh," Peter stutters. "Th-theres a seven eleven, and- and I'm at an abandoned walgreens." 
"Okay kid, stay on the phone with me," Steve orders. "Are you safe?" 


"I don't know," Peter whimpers, looking around the street. Theres no one else on the sidewalk. The 
cars on the side of the roads look old, covered in rust, their tires flat. 


"Talk to me, kid," Tony's voice calls through the phone. Steve must've given the phone over to 
drive. 


Tears blur Peter's vision again. "Its- its-" he doesn't know what to say. Doesnt know how to tell 
them that Bucky was the Queens Killer. 


That Peter had been in a relationship with a serial killer. That Steve's childhood friend, the man 
Tony had invited into his home countless times, was a murderer. 


"The Queens Killer," Peter gasped out. "Bucky, he-" 


"Where's Bucky?" Tony demanded. Peter shook his head, knowing Tony wasn't catching on. He 
heard Steve ask worriedly and quickly hides his face in his knees, arms pressed deep against him. 


"He's- he killed- he killed Adrian Toomes." 

He hears Tony curse. Peter trembles in his huddled position on the ground. 
"Alright, kiddo," Tony says. "Can you hear the siren?" 

Peter pulls the phone from his ear, forcing himself to listen hard. 

"A little," he responds. "It-its quiet." 

"Okay, stay on the phone, tell me when it gets louder." 


It feels like it takes eons before he hears the sirens getting louder. He hopes Bucky doesn't show up 
before hand. 


He nearly chokes on a sob when the cruiser screeches to a stop on the street in front of him. 


Peter stumbles to his feet and rushes forward. Tony's the first one out, and he slams into him, 
holding the officer as tight as possible. 


"Its okay, its alright, you're okay," Tony hushed. 
Steve's at his side seconds later, ushering the two back into the cruiser. 


Everything after that happens in a rush. Peter's taken to the police station. Tony and Steve stay with 
him while three cruisers speed out towards Bucky's apartment. 


At some point, Steve leaves the room and Peter sobs into his hands. 
"You did good, Peter," Tony says, settling a hand on Peter's shoulder. 


The day passes in a confusing speed. It drags on forever, yet Peter feels like he's not able to get his 


feet under him. 


Bucky's apartment was empty when the police had gotten there. They'd found the evidence in the 
closet, but Bucky and his motorcycle were missing. 


Near eleven, Peter's given a couch to sleep on in the cheif's office. Peter doesn't feel like he can. 


But he must've fallen asleep at some point because he's being woken up what feels like only twenty 
minutes later. 


Tony is kneeling down in front of him, bruises under his eyes from exhaustion. 


"Did they find him?" Peter asked, sitting up. Steve is in the office too. Peter's eyes drop to the cat 
carrier near his left foot. Theres a ball of white inside, and Peter feels his throat close up again. 


Steve looks emotionally wrecked. His eyes are bloodshot, shoulders dropped, looking just as 
exhausted as Tony does. 


"No," Tony sighed. Peter nods, swinging his feet off of the couch and scrubbing at his eyes. 


"I'm gonna take you two home," Tony continued. "You and Steve. Theres nothing more we can do 
tonight." 


"What- what if he comes?" Peter asked, terrified of leaving the safety of the police station. Hed 
rather stay on the couch. 


"He wont," Steve finally speaks. He clears his throat. "He's smart, he won't- he won't go back to his 
apartment or anywhere he's been before." 


Peter nods. Its true. Bucky was able to hide the fact that he'd murdered so many people from Peter 
and Steve, and everyone else he'd met on the force. 


Leaving the station makes Peter tremble with anxiety. He looks all around him, worried that 
Bucky'll come up behind him or snatch him from the side. 


Along with Tony and Steve, two other officers escort them to Tony's house and station out on the 
street just in case. 


"Try to get some rest," Tony says, showing Steve and Peter to the guest room made for his two 
nephews. The beds are twins, with matching outer space blankets and glow in the dark stars on the 
ceiling. 


"A manhunt will be issued in the morning, and cheif Danvers is gonna do a press conference in the 
morning." 


Peter nods and thanks Tony before dropping onto the bed and covering his face. Tony shuts the 
door behind him, and Peter listens to his footsteps grow quieter as he heads down the hall to his 
own room. 


"Try to sleep, Peter," Steve sighs, unbuckling his utility belt. It clanks as he sets it down on the 
night stand, beside the astronaut lamp. "Its been a long few hours." 


Peter nods, kicking his shoes off and shimmying out of his jeans. Steve's stripped to his undershirt 
and boxers. 


Its only when Peter moves to crawl under the covers that he feels the tags under his shirt move. 


He stops, reaching in to pull them out. He has to sit back down on the edge of the bed to stare at 
them. 


He had thought Bucky had given them to him as a show of affection. A claim, an I love you of 
sorts. 


Now he wonders if that's not true. 


"Shouldn't there have been signs?" He asked, glancing up at Steve, who's laying over the blankets. 
His feet hang off the bed, and Alpine is laying on his chest. 


Steve glances over at him, down at the tags in Peter's hands, and sighs. Its a world heavy sigh that 
Peter feels intimately close with himself. 


"There were," Steve said after a moment, hand settling on Alpine's curved body. "We just missed 
them." 


Peter doesn't know why he takes comfort in that. Knowing that he wasn't the only one who fell for 
Bucky's tricks. It also makes him sad though. To think the man who had been friends since diapers 
could be hiding something so big from Steve. Peter knows it has to hurt a lot. 


A lot more than the hurt Peter feels. The hurt and betrayal and fear. Fear that Peter could've been 
next. 


"I'm gonna be questioning everything now," Steve sighed after a long quiet. "Picking over my 
memories with a fine-toothed comb." 


Peter lays down, still holding on to the tags with both hands. He stays on his side, knees curling up 
towards his chest and eyes trained on Steve's silhouette. 


"Me too," Peter whispered, throat closing up once again. They're both quiet, but it takes a long time 
for either of them to fall asleep. 
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"Are you the Queens Killer?" Peter demanded, finally looking up at Bucky. He wasn't expected the 
kid to be brave enough to ask, let alone do it with his chin up. 


But he was trembling, and Bucky could see the fear in his eyes, the confusion. For a second, Bucky 
felt the urge to drop to his knees and beg. 


"Peter, listen," Bucky tried. He reached forward when Peter spun around, grabbing the doorhandle. 


Bucky's outreached hand curled around Peter's arm and yanked. It happened so fast, Bucky doesn't 
even realize his other hand is holding the switchblade until Peter stumbled into his chest, 
squeaking. 


Bucky's eyes widened, feeling blood wet his hand. He pulls back in shock, pulling the knife free 
and dropping it. 


It clatters to the floor, and Bucky's heart goes with it at the sight of Peter, eyes wide and 
disbelieving, blood blooming at his stomach. 


Bucky couldn't move. Just watched with breath stuck in his throat as Peter's hands shook, hovering 
over his stomach. 


The boy whimpered, skin paling. His knees buckle, and Bucky snaps forward, arms wrapping 
around Peter's small frame to keep him from hitting the floor. 


Peter couldn't hold himself up, so Bucky held him tight, lifting him off his feet. 
Peter whimpered against his neck, breath coming out harsh and pained. 


"I'm sorry," Bucky whispered, cradling Peter to his chest, his own throat closing up. "I'm sorry, 
baby, I'm sorry." 


Walking Peter back into the bedroom, carefully settling Peter onto the bed, back propped by 
pillows. 


"Bu-Buck-" Peter gasps out wetly, face twisting in pain. Bucky feels a whimper of his own lodged 
in his throat, making it hard to breathe. 


There's already so much blood. Bucky sits down beside him, tears burning at his eyes. 
"I'm sorry," Bucky said, throat tight. Peter looks so small -so much smaller than normal. 


"It-it hurts," Peter whined, hands moving to his stomach. Bucky quickly grabbed them, keeping the 


boy from touching. "Buck." 


"I know," Bucky murmured, leaning forward, pressing his forehead against Peter's. The boy lets 
out a little sob. 


He hadn't meant to. Hadn't meant to hurt Peter at all. There was nothing Bucky could do. By the 
time anybody showed up to help, it would be too late. 


"I'm sorry," Bucky murmured, eyes closing to keep the tears from spilling. "I didn't mean to." 
Peter whimpers at the wave of pain, his body tensing, blood oozing. Pooling at his abdomen. 
Bucky brushes blood stained fingers through Peter's curls, brushing their noses together. 
"Hurts," Peter cries, voice going weak. His skin is so pale. It hurts Bucky's chest. 

Bucky reaches for the nightstand, opening the drawer and grabbing the knife from inside. 


The tears finally break free, chest heaving with an effort to keep from crying. Peter mewls softly, 
body trembling. 


"I'm gonna make it better," Bucky murmured softly, swallowing thickly around the emotion stuck 
in his throat, trying to suffocate him. 


"Please, Bucky," Peter whimpered. 
"I'm so sorry, baby," Bucky breathes, leaning forward to kiss Peter's chapped lips. 


He knew Peter was in pain. Knew it was his fault. Knew he had to make it right, the only way he 
could. 


Peter kissed back weakly, in too much pain to do more than pant against Bucky's lips. 


Peter had already lost so much blood. Too much. All Bucky could do was make it quick, but he 
didn't want to. 


He wanted to go back. Back to this morning. Back to that stupid day when he took the ID and the 
knife back with him. 


It was sloppy and it was stupid, and now Peter was dying, and it was his fault. 


Bucky knew just where to cut, how deep. Knew exactly what to do to make it as quick and painless 
as possible. 


Bucky tasted their tears on his lips as he reached up, forcing himself to be quick as he cut into the 
side of Peter's neck. 


The boy whimpered against his mouth, eyes widening. Tears slip down both of their cheeks. Bucky 
settles a hand against the boy's neck, feeling the flow of blood against his palm. 


"I'm sorry," Bucky choked out, feeling his ribs constricting around his lungs and heart, making it 
impossible to breathe. 


Peter's eyelashes fluttered, breath coming short and shallow. 


"I love you, I'm sorry," Bucky gasped, gripping onto Peter, as if just holding him to his chest would 


keep him there. 


But the boy's already limp body goes impossibly slack -the way only the dead can- and Bucky lets 
out a shout, burying his face in Peter's curls. 


Peter's last breath rattled against Bucky's ear, a cry of death that settled heavy in Bucky's chest. 
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry," Bucky cried, holding Peter as tight as he could. 

He knew this was the endgame, in the beginning. But its not what he wanted. Not now. 

But it was too late to take back what had happened. 


o_o 


"We've got reports of a man covered in blood walking down Sixth street. Units be advised subject 
is unresponsive." 


Tony reaches up for the radio at his shoulder, turning down a side street. 
"Ten-four," Tony called. "Unit seven en-route." 

Beside him, Clint turns on the sirens and traffic parts like the red sea. 
Tony spots the subject, along with the other cruiser on the side of the road. 
"Jesus, is that Bucky?" Clint asked, leaning forward in his seat. 


Tony slams on the breaks, putting the cruiser in park. Clint and Tony jump out of the cab, rushing 
for the two other officers and Bucky. 


"Buck!" Tony called, reaching got the man. "I know him, givd me a minute," he says to the other 
officers. 


He turns Bucky by the shoulder, eyes wide as he takes in the blood covering his shirt, staining his 
jeans and his skin. His eyes are bloodshot -Tony's never seen so much emotion on the man's face. 


"Bucky, what happened? Are you hurt?" He demanded, holding Bucky by the shoulder. The man's 
eyes are glazed over, looking through Tony. "Where'd all this come from?" 


He gives Bucky a shake, looking him over with concern. He can hear Clint calling for the EMTs. 


"Its not mine," Bucky finally managed, eyes clearing a little. He looks down at his hands, at his 
clothes, and lets out a shaky breath. 


"Whos is it?" Tony demanded. 

"Peter's." 

Tony felt his heart stop. 

"Where's Peter?" He asked, feeling his pulse quicken. That was a lot of blood. 
"My apartment," Bucky murmured. 


Tony quickly lets go of Bucky and heads back for the cruiser. The other officers take his place. 


"Get an ambulance to the Willow apartment," Tony orders Clint as he heads for the car. 


He doesnt wait for Clint to answer or get in the cruiser with him. He's speeding down the road 
towards Bucky's apartment. 


The front door is slightly ajar when he arrives. 
"Peter?" Tony calls, shoving the door open. Alpine meows at the counter. 
"Peter!" 


There's no answering call. Tony's hands grow slick with sweat as he makes his way through the 
house. 


His breath catches in his throat when he reaches the bedroom. 


"Oh, god," Tony croaked, knees turning to jelly at the sight. He can hear the ambulance sirens as 
he rushes to the bedside, taking in the sight before him. 


"Kid." 

There's no pulse. Theres blood everywhere. His throat tightens to the point of suffocation. 
He calls Steve. 

"Hey, whats-" 


"Get to Bucky's apartment," is all Tony says before hanging up. Tears burn at his eyes and he 
quickly blinks them away as the EMTs arrive. 


"Get a coroner," Tony manages, not taking his eyes off Peter. 


He was so young. Barely old enough to drink. Tony scrubs at his eyes. There's a copy of his book 
on the night stand. 


His phone rings. Tony doesn't look at the ID as he picks it up. 


"Tony." Its Steve. Theres sirens on in the background. Tony can hear them. He's close. "Tony, they 
just arrested Bucky." 


Tony's eyes settle on the wound on the side of Peter's neck. On the puddle of blood at his abdomen 
hiding another. 


"He confessed," Steve choked, emotion, confusion, disbelief in his tone. "He confessed to being 
the Queens Killer." 


Tony doesn't think he's processing the words properly, because he has no reaction other than to 
weep. Weep for Peter. 


When Steve rushes in, he nearly stumbles into the wall. 
"No," he says on a gasp. "No, Peter." 


Tony finally tears his eyes from the boy on the bed, taking in the disheveled look of Steve. Steve 
looks back at him with wet wide eyes, chest heaving. 


"How-" Tony had to take a breath to stop his emotion from bubbling over. The coroner walked 
through the door with more officers. "How could he do this?" 


Steve didn't have an answer. This was just as -if not more- shocking to Steve as it was to Tony. 


They'd learned to expect the unexpected to some degree with their job, but this was so beyond 
unexpected. 


Tony hasn't thought for a moment that Bucky could hurt anyone intentionally. Especially Peter. 


And Steve. He'd been friends with Bucky since they were kids. Tony walks over to him, giving ghe 
coroner and other officers room to do their jobs. 


Blue watery eyes looked at Tony, and it was all the brown eyed man could do to keep himself from 
dropping to his knees. 


"Do we know if Pete- if Peter had family?" Tony forced himself to ask. He could be emotional 
later. After work. After finding out what happened. After doing his job. 


He couldn't afford to let his emotions run wild. 
Steve sniffed, reaching a hand up and scrubbing at his eyes. 
"Yeah, an aunt." 


Tony knew the two would be thrown off the case. They were too close. But the least Tony could 
do was notify Peter's only family. He wouldn't let someone who didn't know the boy tell his aunt. 
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